SEPTEMBER 


PRICE  25* 


JUST  A  WEE  DEOCH "AXD  DORIS 


— The  Day  of  Resolutions — 

Yet  ah,  that  summer  should  vanish  with  the  leaves,  and 
youth's  sweet-scented  holiday  go  kerflooey  to  the  call  of 
text-books,  registrars,  and  professors! 

The  above  scene  is  a  yearly  fixture  in  homes  from  the  roar- 
ing Atlantic  to  the  rolling  Pacific.  Everywhere  the  Young 
Hopeful  is  preparing  for  the  coming  tussle  with  Ignorance, 
and  each  knows  that  This  Year  he  is  Going  to  Work! 

Resolutions  at  the  opening  of  the  year  are  beautiful  things, 
tender,  fragile  creations  of  the  intellect,  worthy  to  inspire  a 
poet's  fancy  and  too  often  shattered  by  the  first  rude  breeze. 
Resolutions  are  all  right  if  they  are  of  the  right  kind,  and 
the  best  resolution  the  student  could  make  is  to  keep  well- 
informed  on  the  events  of  the  day. 

The  Mail  and  Empire  at  the  breakfast  table  every  morning, 
bringing  authentic  news  of  important  developments  in 
science,  politics,  sport  and  world  happenings,  will  give  a 
true  sense  of  proportion  to  the  pursuit  of  learning.  The 
Mail  and  Empire  helps  round  out  the  cycle  of  a  liberal 
education. 
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$6.00  delivered,  $5.00  by  mail 


Daily  Average  Circulation  for  July  was  117,590 
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TRAVEL  COMFORT 

The  nausea  of  Sea,  Train  and 
Car  Sickness  promptly  relieved. 
Experienced  travelers  all  testify 
to  its  positive  action.  25  years 
in  use. . 


1  75c.  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores 
3  or  direct  on  receipt  of  Price 

The   Mothersill   Remedy   Co,.   N.   Y 


City 


SEASICK 
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The  Anzac  Way 

Few  soldiers  of  the  rank  of  Gen- 
eral have  been  more  popular  than  was 
General  Sir  William  Birdwood 
("Birdie")  with  the  Anzacs  under  his 
command  at  Gallipoli. 

This  is  my  favorite  of  the  many 
stories  told  about  him.  Coming  across 
a  hefty  Australian  lolling,  pipe  in 
mouth,  near  where  he  expected  to  find 
a  sentry,  "Birdie"  asked:  "What  are 
you?" 

"A  bit  of  a  sentry!"  came  the  re- 
ply.    "What  are  you?" 

"A  bit  of  a  general,"  responded 
"Birdie." 

"Then,"  said  the  sentry,  "wait  a 
minute  and  I'll  get  my  rifle  and  give 
you  a  bit  of  a  salute." 

— "Q,"  in  London  Evening  News. 
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WR1GLETS 

after  every  meal " 

Parents-  encourage  the 
children  to  care  for  their  teeth/ 

Give  them  Wrigley's. 
It  removes  food  particles 
from  the  teeth.  Strengthens 
the  gums.  Combats  acid 
mouth. 


Refreshing  and  beneficial ! 


SEALED 
TIGHT 
KEPT 
RIGHT 


The  Longest  Way  Around 

At  the  suit  of  the  United  States 
demanding  forfeiture  thereof  under 
the  provisions  of  the  National  Pro- 
hibition Act  of  October  28,  1919, 
and  Section  3450  of  the  Revised 
Statutes  of  the  United  States,  I  have 
seized  and  held  one  bottle  liquor,  Lot 
No.  6470  and  other  lots  of  intoxicat- 
ing liquors,  etc.,  heretofore  seized  by 
the  National  Prohibition  Director  of 
the  State  of  New  York,  from  on  or 
about  January  28,  1925,  up  to  and 
including  March  10,  1925,  and  the 
details  for  which  are  set  forth  in  the 
schedule  annexed  to  the  original  libel 
filed  in  the  office  of  the  Clerk  of  the 
United  States  District  Court  on  the 
27th  day  of  March,  1925;  notice  is 
hereby  given  that  the  case  is  appointed 
for  trial  in  the  United  States  Courts 
and  Post  Office  Building,  Borough 
of  Manhattan,  City  of  New  York,  on 
the  29th  day  of  May,  1925,  at  the 
opening  of  Court. 

— U.   S.    Marshal's  notice. 

In  a  word — pinched! 

— New   Yorker. 

*  *       * 

Most  Unfortunate 

The  flower  show  had  been  a  great 
success,  ind  a  few  evenings  later  Mr. 
Blank,  who  had  performed  the  opening 
ceremony,  was  reading  the  local  pa- 
per's report  of  it  to  his  wife. 

Presently  he  stopped  reading,  his 
justifiable  pride   turning  to  anger. 

Snatching  up  his  stick,  he  rushed 
from  the  room.  Amazed,  his  wife 
picked  up  the  newspaper  to  ascertain 
the  reason  of  her  spouse's  fury. 

She  read:  "As  Mr.  Blank  mounted 
the  platform,  all  eyes  were  fixed  on 
the  large  red  nose  he  displayed.  Only 
years  of  patient  cultivation  could  have 
produced  an  object  of  such  brilliance." 
— Christian  Advocate. 

*  *       * 

Words   and   Wards 

Motorist:  "It's  preposterous,  my 
good  man,  I'm  an  expert  driver.  What 
I  know  about  driving  would  fill  a 
book." 

Constable:  "And  what  you  don't 
know  would  fill  a  hospital.  Give  us 
your  name  and  address,  now." 

— Sydney  Bulletin. 

*  *       * 

Meanest   Man   in   Town 

Barton:  "What  makes  your  next 
door  neighbour  so  unpopular?" 

Borrows:     "He    has    arranged    his 
lawnmower  so  that  you  have  to  drop 
a  penny  in  the  slot  to  make  it  go." 
— Boston    Transcript. 


For  over  100 
years,  Dack's 
have  been 
making  high- 
est quality 
shoes  for  men 
exclusively. 
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(from  maker  to  fearer) 
Every  Dack  shoe  is  made  in  our 
own   workshops    and    only   sold 
direct  to  the  wearer  by  mail  or 
at  our  shops. 

We  will  gladly  mail  you  our  newest 

style    book    on   request  —  proper   fit 

assured. 

Shops  at 

Toronto:    73  King  St.  West 
Toronto:    16  Bloor  St.  East 
Montreal:    Mount  Royal  Hotel 
Winnipeg:    319  Fort  Street 


Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
this  Buffalo  Hotel 

GOING  over  the  year,  we  find  that 
many  of  our  guests  come  from 
Canada — Canadians  like  the  homelike 
comfort  of  this  modern,  fireproof 
hotel  with  its  complete  service, 
attractive  outside  rooms,  excellent 
cuisine.  It 

The  Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  per- 
sonal attention  (250  rooms).  Quietly  sit- 
uated, convenient  to  the  shopping  district, 
clubs  and  theatres.  The  rates  are  moder- 
ate-^.00  to  $5.00  per  day  for  single  rooms  ; 
$3.00  to  $7.00  per  day  for  double  rooms. 

The  Van  Dyke  taxi  service  will  bring  you 
to  the  hotel  without  cost  to  you— just  ask 
the  Van   Dyke  agent  at  the  station. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Delaware 
Avenue,  to   North   Street. 
On   the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes  Tours, 

Write    for    FREE    Road    Guides,    Maps 
and  Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.,  just  west  of  Delaware 

BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 

CLARENCE  A.  MINER,  Proprietor 
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THOUSANDS  of  motor  car 
buyers  investigating  Reo  be- 
cause of  its  long-famous  mechan- 
ical excellence  are  finding  that — 

In  addition  to  its  inherent  good- 
ness, Reo  has  beauty  of  line, 
quality  of  body  work,  and  com- 
pleteness of  appointments  not 
exceeded  in  cars  at  twice  the  cost. 


REO     MOTOR     CAR     COMPANY     OF     CANADA,     LIMITED 


Windsor,    Ont. 
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Father:  "Did  you  have  the  car  out  last  night.  Jack?" 
Jack:  "Yes,  old  thing;  took  some  of  the  boys  for  a 
run." 

Father:  "Well,  I  wish  they  wouldn't  leave  their  pow- 
der-puffs lying  about!" 

Tourist  Camp  on  Left :    Hot  Water 

Many  are  the  cans  that  are  opened  to-night, 

Covered  with  evening  dew; 

Many  are  the  kids  that  are  howling  to-night; 

Many  are  the  black-flies,   too. 

For  we're 

Tenting  to-night,  tenting  to-night, 
Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground ! 

There's  a  pup  in  the  midst  of  the  apple  pie 
And  grandmother's  knickers  are  torn. 
Oh,  the  back  tire's  flat  and  the  gas  tank's  dry 
And  we  wish  that  we'd  never  been  born ! 
Tenting  to-night,  tenting  to-night, 
Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground ! 

Oh,  the  girl  in  the  car  from  Calumet 

Is  flirting  with  poor  uncle  Will. 

Oh,  the  canned  heat's  gone  and  the  beds  are  wet 

But  we're  saving  a  hotel  bill! 

For  we're 

Tenting  to-night,  tenting  to-night. 
Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground ! 

— J.  E.  M. 


Seven    Fairy    Tales 
I   " 

"My  price  for  the  suit,"  said  the  tailor,  "is  one  hun- 
dred dollars,  but  it  isn't  worth  a  penny  over  twenty- 
five." 

II 
"Another  word  out  of  you,"  cried  the  henpecked  hus- 
band  to   his   raging   wife,    "and    I'll    bounce   the   coal- 
scuttle off  your  ear." 

Ill 
"Yes,"   said   the   great   theatrical   producer,    "I   shall 
close  the  play  to-morrow  night.    Of  course,  it  is  mak- 
ing big  money,  but  I  feel  that  it  is  not  real  art." 
IV 
"No,"  said  the  fisherman,  "I  never  caught  a  really 
big  fish  in  all  my  life." 

V 

"You  have  seen  the  house  from  top  to  bottom," 
said  the  real  estate  agent,  "and  I  strongly  advise  you 
not  to  buy  it." 

VI 
"Our    merchandise,"    announced    the    advertisement, 
"is  not  so  bad.    You  might  possibly  do  worse." 
VII 
"Nonsense,"  cried  the  professional  pugilist,  "I  don't 
want    a    penny    if    I    win.     The    fame,    itself,    is    quite 
enough." 

— Andre  Saville. 


Weary  Willie  (to  Warder) :  "Lumme,  male,  I'd  for- 
gotten I  was  tattooed;  'adn't  you?" 
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I've  just  run  over  a  chicken  and  someone  is  shouting!" 


Why  I  Never  Played  Golf 

Primarily,  I  never  owned  a  pair  of 
plus-fours.  Not  that  I  objected  to  the 
idea;  I  simply  never  owned  a  pair. 
Secondly,  I  could  never  tell  long- 
winded  anecdotes  about  my  experi- 
ences upon  the  links.  Indeed,  as  far 
as  I  am  able  to  remember,  I  never 
had  any  such  experiences.  And,  in 
the  third  place,  it  always  seemed  so 
much  more  entrancing  to  view  the  ef- 
forts of  the  others  from  a  comfort- 
able chair  on  the  club  verandah,  be- 
hind a  choice  Havana,  and  outside  a 
couple  of  well-chilled  Tom  Collinses, 
than  to  tramp  after  a  sweltering,  tired 
crowd,  under  a  scorching  sun. 
Frankly,  the  notion  didn't  appeal. 

Of  course,  still  another  reason  was, 
perhaps,  due  to  the  fact  that,  try  as  I 
would,  I  could  never,  for  the  life  of 
me,  hit  the  ball  more  than  a  very  few 
inches.  It  might  have  been  on  account 
of  this  that  I  never  indulged  in  the 
game. 

— John  Torcross. 
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Loves 


everse 


J± Modern.  PfAma 
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Characters:    He  and  She. 

ACT  I 

He 
Dearest! 

She 
Yes. 

He 
Will  you  marry  me? 

She 
No. 

He 

Good-bye.    I  shall  drown  myself. 

(CURTAIN) 


ACT  II 

(TWO  HOURS  LATER) 

He 

Good-bye.      I    shall   drown   myself. 

She 
No. 

He 
Will  you  marry  me? 

She 
Yes. 

He 
Dearest! 

(CURTAIN) 
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"No,"  said  the  husband,  pausing  at  the  front  door 
prior  to  his  departure,  "I  am  not  going  to  a  meeting  of 
the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  Twenty-First  National 
Bank.  I  am  off  to  a  party  where  there'll  be  buckets  of 
booze  and  a  lot  of  wild  women." 

"Well,  dear,"  replied  his  wife,  smiling  sweetly,  "I 
hope  you  enjoy  every  minute  of  it." 

II 

Father:  You  say  you  have  come  to  ask  for  my 
daughter's  hand? 

Suitor:  I  have,  but  don't  think  for  a  second  I'm  in 
love  with  her,  because  I'm  not. 

It's  only  her  bankroll  I'm  after. 

Ill 

"I'm  very  sorry,  officer,"  said  the  motorist  to  the 
traffic-cop,  "but  I've  stalled  my  car  and  I'm  afraid 
I'm  blocking  the  entire  street." 

"That's  perfectly  all  right,  sir,"  responded  the 
other,  politely,  "take  all  the  time  you  need.  There's  not 
the  least  bit  of  hurry.     Here,  have  a  cigar." 

IV 

Bootlegger:  Here's  the  case  of  hootch  you  ordered. 

Customer:  Ah!  Certainly  looks  like  the  real  thing, 
all  right. 

Bootlegger:  Don't  be  silly.  It's  nothing  but  wood 
alcohol. 

V 

At  an  ultra  fashionable  resort  there  arrived,  one 
day,  a  ragged  and  bedraggled  fellow,  who,  shuffling  his 
way  past  the  liveried  attendants  of  the  main  hotel,  ap- 
proached the  room   clerk. 

"I  am  dead  broke,"  he  said,  "and  have  nowhere 
to  go.     Would  you  please  give  me  shelter?" 

"Gladly,"  cried  the  other  enthusiastically,  "it  will 
be  a  pleasure,  indeed.  The  Suite  de  Luxe  is  yours  for 
the  remainder  of  the  season.      Front!" 


A  Story  Without  a  Point 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  boarding  house  with 
five  boarders.  There  was  old  Col.  Rogers  who  had 
fought  in  goodness  knows  how  many  engagements;  there 
was  Miss  Fannie  Beezletop,  who  used  to  be  a  school- 
teacher in  Tillsonburg;  there  was  Lester  Q.  Russitt, 
who  worked  in  a  garage;  there  was  A.  D.  Chuckley, 
Jr.,  a  bank  clerk;  and  there  was  Aimee  Doss  a  "lady" 
stenographer.  Also  in  the  boarding  house  there  was 
Mrs.  Sprick,  who  was  the  proprietress  and  a  cook 
named  Rhea,  who  was  a  negress  and  whose  mother  and 
father,  so  it  was  said,  had  been  slaves. 

Now  one  Sunday  for  dinner  the  boarders  had  a 
choice  of  apple  pie  or  blanc  mange  for  desert.  "Pie," 
said  old  Col.  Rogers,  loudly.  "Pie,"  said  Miss  Fannie 
Beezletop.  "Pie,"  said  Lester  Q.  Russitt.  "Pie,"  said  A. 
P.  Chuckley,  Jr.  Only  little  Aimee  Doss  said  quietly, 
"I'll  have  blanc  mange,  please,   I  think,  Mrs.  Sprick." 

Mrs.  Sprick  stepped  to  the  kitchen  door.  "Four 
out  of  five  will  have  pie,  Rhea,"  she  said. 


Habit 

The  wife  of  the  Conventional  Man  was  dying,  and 
as  she  gasped  her  last,  murmured  a  faint  farewell. 
"Goodbye,"  replied  the  other,  "See  you  soon." 


Close  Friends. 
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Fond  Mamma:  "And  did  my  little  pet  learn  anything  at  school  to-day?" 
Little  Pet:  "I  learnt  two  kids  belter'n  to  call  me  "Mamma's  little  pel!" 


The  Vacillating  Aspirations  of  a  Co-ed 


September 
To  conduct  a  campaign  of  house  improvement  in  my 
home  town  this  summer.  In  spite  of  custom,  public 
opinion,  husbands,  lack  of  funds,  and  other  minor 
obstacles,  to  succeed  in  making  every  kitchen  a  glittering 
triumph  of  white  porcelain  efficiency — rows  of  glistening 
taps  and  magical  electrical  appliances. 

October 
To  dance  like  Mademoiselle  Zizi  at  the  Gaiety. 

November 
To  conduct  a  Municipal  Child  Welfare  Bureau,  with 
rows  of  hygienic  niches  for  filing  away  experimental  and 
highly  sterilized  infants.  To  walk  through  a  long  vista 
of  pink  squirming  arms  and  legs  clad  in  crackling  crisp 
white  linen. 

December 
To  make  the  leading  man  in  "Where  Now,  Cordelia" 
notice  me. 


January 
To   marry   a   famous   scientist   with   an   international 
reputation,    whose    efforts,    combined    with    mine,    shall 
convert  whole  masses  of  grimy  and  discontented  work- 
men into  grateful  and  fragrant  samurai. 

February 
To    buy    the    gold    gauze    dress    in    the    window    at 
Melanie's. 

March 
To  go  out  to  some  isolated  country  town  and  be  its 
guardian    angel,    district   nurse,    health    officer,    female 
liberator,    exponent   of   socialism,    and   high   priestess   of 
the  cult  of  New  Thought. 

April 
To  learn  enough  Latin  and  mathematics  to  make   a 
pass. 

May,  June,  July,  August 
To  study  my  sups,   in  Latin,  trigonometry,   algebra, 
and  science. 

—L.  R.  H. 
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Mother:   "Hurry  up,  Peter,  I  shall  be  ready  before  you." 

Peter:  "It's  easier  for  you,  lr.ummie — you  fix  your  braces  to  your  stockings." 


J«i)ovy])  is" 


Letters  Found  on  a  Garbage  Heap 

August  3rd. 
Wonder-boy ! 

The  hours  since  last  I  beheld  your  dear  face  and  felt 
your  strong  hand  in  mine  have  passed,  oh,  so  terribly 
slowly!  Dear  Harry,  you  know  I  will  never  forget  you 
while  the  sun  shines  and  the  wind  blows,  never,  never, 
never!  Do  you  remember  that  last  dance?  Oh,  my 
divine  one,  you  seem  to  have  made  a  different  girl  of 
me.  Nobody  understands  me  the  way  you  do.  How  can 
I  wait  till  Christmas  time?  Write  often,  my  hero-man. 
Yours  heart-broken, 

Clara. 

August  7th. 
Dearest  Harry: 

I  was  so  glad  to  get  your  letter  that  I  nearly  cried 
with  excitement.  To-day  Dot  and  I  went  to  the  Capitol 
and  saw  "Hearts  Apart"  and  I  thought  of  you.  After- 
ward we  went  to  Mendel's  for  sodas  and  took  a  street 
car  home.  To-night  we  are  going  to  the  Fishers'  with 
Phil  and  Walter.  They're  nice  boys  but,  of  course,  you 
know.     Kathryn  Colby  was  in  town  yesterday  and  we 


sat  around  all  afternoon  reading.  I  read  "The  Lost 
Lover"  which  I  think  is  very  good.  In  the  evening  I 
took  it  back  to  the  library  where  the  librarian  said  I 
owed  twenty  cents  on  it  which  was  outrageous  and  I 
told  him  so.  To-morrow  I'm  going  down  town  with 
mother  to  get  a  new  dress  for  the  Humphrey's.  Janet 
Humphrey,  you  know,  is  the  girl  I  spoke  of.  Well, 
good-bye,  dear,  with  lots  of  love. 

Clara. 

August  20th. 
Dear  Harry: 

Your  sweet  letter  came  last  week  but  I  have  been  so 
terribly  busy  I  just  haven't  had  time  to  write  you  a  real 
reply.    This  is  just  a  line  to  tell  you  I  will  soon. 
With  love, 

Clara. 

September  25th. 
Dear  Harry, 

It  was  darling  of  you  to  send  Phil  and  me  that 
lovely  wedding  gift.  You  naughty  boy!  Yr.u  really 
shouldn't  be  so  extravagant.  It  already  has  the  place 
of  honor  in   the   spare  bedroom.     It  was  a  bit  sudden. 
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He  (fed  up):    "/  never  want  to  see  a  tennis  ball  again." 

She  (more  fed  up) :  "No,  I  s'pose  not — you  seem  to  play  just  as  Well  without  them. 


wasn't  it?  But  then  I've  known  Phil  for  years.  Come 
and  see  us  if  you  are  down  this  way  ever;  we  have  the 
duckiesl  little  house. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Clara  Martin. 
P.S. — Phil  send  his  regards. 

— /.   E.   McDougall. 


On  the  Gentle  Art  of  Lying 

Whatever  else  it  may  be,  lying  is  essentially  an  art. 
Perhaps,  the  most  graceful  of  all  the  arts.  Further- 
more, it  is  unquestionably  the  most  useful.  And  yet, 
the  percentage  of  first-rate,  A-number-1  liars,  to-day,  is 
shockingly  small.  Just  how  small  we  hesitate  to  state. 
Nor  have  we,  moreover,  the  slightest  intention  of  stat- 
ing later.  What  we  are  prepared  to  do,  however,  is  to 
supply   a   few  valuable  tips  upon  the   subject.     Primar- 


ily, a  lie,  in  order  to  appear  convincing,  should  be 
wholly  unlikely.  The  more  outlandish  and  weird,  the 
more  it  is  apt  to  be  swallowed.  We  know  this  from 
experience.  Perversity  breeds  belief.  Next,  a  dash  of 
mystery  will  be  found  most  serviceable.  A  garniture 
of  glamor  let  us  call  it.  Furbish  the  fib  with  a  cloak 
of  superstition  and  all  is  sure  to  be  well.  The  deeper 
the  mystery,  the  stronger  the  story.  And  finally,  to  add 
the  finishing  touch,  introduce  an  element  of  tragedy — 
something  too  terrible  to  mention,  the  very  thought  of 
which  causes  acute  distress.  Everyone  will  immediately 
pretend  to  understand,  inasmuch  as  it  is  the  humanest 
of  traits  to  consider  oneself  capable  of  greater  suffering 
than  anyone  else.  Thus,  in  one's  own  effort  to  arouse 
self  sympathy  in  the  situation  intellectually  created,  the 
fundamental  point  at  issue — i.e.,  the  lie,  itself — is  at 
once  accepted,  digested  and  completely  believed. 

— John   Torcross. 
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"You  are  now,"  said  my  guide,  "entering  the  club- 
rooms  of  a  new  protective  society." 

We  had  crawled  through  a  long,  secret  under- 
ground passage  and  emerged  at  a  heavily  barred  door. 
Giving  the  password,  we  were  admitted  into  a  plainly 
furnished  room  lit  by  naked  electric  lights,  its  white- 
washed walls  covered  with  smoke.  A  score  or  so  of 
wan,  unkempt  men  sat  in  a  rough  semi-circle  about  their 
chairman. 

An  Experience  Meeting  seemed  to  be  in  progress, 
for  several  rose,  in  turn  and  spoke  briefly. 

"I  move  that  commencing  immediately  we  are  on 
strike,"  said  one.  "Our  wages  are  not  sufficient  to  sup- 
port us  until  our  next  period  of  employment." 

"I  protest  against  compulsory  padded  stomachs," 
said  another. 

"I  move  that  the  sub-committee's  report  on  the  pro- 
posed maximum  lengths  of  false  beards  do  now  make 
its  report,"  said  a  third. 

"What  about  that  other  sub-committee's  report  on 
the  proposal  to  open  our  season  on  Labor  Day,  and 
close  it  at  New  Year's?"  asked  a  fourth. 

"And  our  Publicity  Committee?"  a  fifth  demanded. 
"When  is  that  drive  going  to  start  for  more  and  earlier 
Christmases?" 

"I  wish  to  introduce  a  resolution  against  having  to 
talk  baby  language  when  on  duty,"  said  a  sixth. 

"I  would  like  to  denounce  the  canard  that  we 
are  drawn  from  the  hardware  and  notions  departments," 
said  a  seventh. 

The  chairman  rose.  "You  will  all  regret  to  hear," 
he  said  gravely,  "that  Brother  Bostock  has  seceded 
from  his  oath,  and  has  taken  a  summer  job — as  ice- 
man, to  wit."     Gloom  settled  on  the  meeting. 

"Who  are  they?"  I  whispered  to  my  guide.  "Gun- 
men?" 

"No.    The  Union  of  Store  Santa  Clauses." 

— Charles   W .  Stokes 


Hope 

I  know  that  she  will  call  me  some  day,  and  every  time 
the  telephone  rings,  I  dash  to  that  instrument,  breathless 
and  expectant.  But  it  is  never  she.  Never.  It  is  always 
someone  who  wants  the  milk  company,  the  barber-shop 
around  the  corner,  or  Guppleschmitz's  delicatessen  store. 


Ballade  of  Venerable  Jests 

By  what  Elysian  breezes  kissed, 
Or  in  what  far-off  hermitage, 
Is  laid  the  story  of  wifely  fist 
Fastening  tight  on  the  weekly  wage? 

What  of  the  life-guard  aroused  to  rage 
By  sinking  spinsters  who  sham  their  fear; 
Whose  attention  does  he  engage? 

Where  are  the  jokes  of  yesteryear? 

Where   are  the   dialogues   whose  gist 
(Happy  all  lads  of  such  parentage) 
Was  "Say,  Pop,  what  is  an  optimist?" 
Capped  by  an  epigram  terse  and  sage? 
Show  me  the  boys  at  the  monkey-cage, 
Drawing  comparisons  droll  to  hear, 
Youngsters  who  cheered  life's  pilgrimage — 
Where  are  the  jokes  of  yesteryear? 

Time-tried    friend   of   the   humorist, 
Backwoods  railroad  of  narrow  gauge, 
With  crawling  locals  that  lurch  and  list, 
Where  have  these  craft  found  anchorage? 

Erstwhile  standby  of  press  and  stage, 
Light-hearted  banter   on   home-made   beer; 
Whose  depression  does  this  assuage? 

Where  are  the  jokes  of  yesteryear? 

Envoy 
Prince,   on   many   a  comic  page, 
Daily  or  weekly,  they  yet  appear; 
Still  in  the  harness,  though  worn  with  age — 
There  are  the  jokes  of  yesteryear! 

— Richard  L.  Greene. 


Ned:  Where  did  you  tour  on  your  vacation? 
Ted:  Gosh!     I  don't  know!     I  was  driving  the  car! 

—Life. 


Bolt  f. 
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The  Cirl:  "How  could  you  tell  it  was  me  at  that  distance?  You  couldn't  see  my  face!" 
The  Man:  "Oh,  that  didn't  matter;  I'm  very  quick  at  figures." 
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Realism 

Characters:     a   young   girl   and   an 
art  critic. 

Scene:    a  country  lane. 

The  girl 
It's    the    most    wonderful    sunset    I 
have  ever  seen. 

The  critic 
My  dear  child,  it  is  entirely  over- 
drawn. 

The  girl 
I  think  it  beautiful. 
The  critic 
Its  perspective  is  all  wrong. 

The  girl 
But  it  thrills  me. 

The  critic 
Your  emotions  prejudice  your  judg- 
ment. 

The  girl 
What  a  sky! 

The  critic 
A  potboiler. 

The  girl 
It  grows  more  lovely  every  minute. 

The  critic 
Art  never  alters. 

The  girl 
It  is  ravishing. 

The  critic 
A  crude  piece  of  work. 

The  girl 
And  see  the  reflection  in  the  water! 

The  critic 
An  old  trick. 

The  girl 
Yet  so  heavenly. 

The  critic 
No,     I     find     it     positively     banal. 
Come.    Let  us  look  at  the  sewer.  That 
is  something  really  worth  considering. 
(And    the    sun   sets). 

— c.  c.  s. 


Presumptions 

"What  a  lot  of  dreadful  people 
there  are  in  the  world!"  said  the 
great  lady  of  fashion. 

"What  a  lot  of  hideous  flowers 
there    are    in    the    garden!"    said    the 


Jones:  "Rector,  I  have  an  awful  confession  to  make — /  actually  dozed  in 
church  to-day." 

Rector:  "Not,  I  trust,  during  my  sermon?" 
Jones:  "No,  that's  the  strange  part  about  it!" 


lanky,  overgrown  weed. 


— c.  c.  s. 


■fC^g."* 


"By  the  Way,  what  are  you  going  to  make  of  that  boy  of  yours?' 
"Well,  judging  by  the  time  he  always  gets  home,  I  should  think  a  Waiter  in  a 
night  club!" 


G9BLIN 


15 


The  Abolishment  of  Crime 

A  Lecture  delivered  to  the  Law 
School,  Class  of  2967. 

You  will  remember  that  it  was  in 
1927  that  capital  punishment  was  fin- 
ally abolished  when  the  Blink  theory, 
that,  in  order  to  commit  murder,  a 
man  must  necessarily  be  insane,  was 
generally  accepted.  Although  this 
was  merely  a  wider  application  of 
what  had  been  an  axiom  with  regard 
to  suicide  it  met  with  a  certain  amount 
of  opposition  and  it  was  not  until 
three  years  more  had  passed  that  the 
same  idea  gained  any  widespread  sup- 
port as  an  explanation  of  other  crimes 
such  as  robbery,  arson  and  bootleg- 
ging. This  was  the  beginning  of  the 
age  of  beautiful  asylums.  Many  of  the 
finest  ruins  recently  discovered  were 
constructed  during  this  period.  A  new 
danger  arose,  however,  as  soon  the 
number  of  inmates  in  these  institutions 
became  larger  than  those  at  liberty. 
You  recall  the  congress  of  1 988  when 
by  means  of  the  radio  a  continent- 
wide  poll  voted  all  those  not  in  the 
sanitariums  lunatics  instead. 

"The  world  has  been  dominated 
by  lunatics,"  wrote  Augustus  Ganz,  a 
noted  kleptomaniac,  from  the  Bean- 
ville  Retreat  at  that  time.  "If  they 
were  not  insane  they  would  have  done 
something  by  this  time  to  bring  them 
here." 

When  the  furore  caused  by  the 
vote  was  at  its  height  Professor  Mark 
Shaffer  arose  with  his  great  compro- 
mise theory.  He  accepted  both  argu- 
ments. Everybody  was  insane.  And, 
since  a  crime  could  be  committed  by 
a  sane  person  only,  crime  was  abol- 
ished and  the  perfect  world  began. 

*       *       *        — J.E.M. 
Autumn  Wood 

Have  you  seen  a  lady 
Rding  in  the  wood, 
With  golden  hair 
'Neath  an  emerald  hood? 

Have  you  seen  a  lady 

On  a  tall  bay, 

With  silver  shoes, 

Has  she  passed  this  way? 

I  have  never  seen  her 
But  I  well  know 
If  such  a  lady 
Should  anywhere  go. 


Pop:  Really  I  think  you're  foolish  to  become  engaged.  I  was  thirly-fioe  before 
I  thought  of  taking  a  wife." 

Son:   "Say,  Pop,  that's  different.    I'm  not  thinking  of  taking  anybody's  wife." 


It  must  be  a-riding 

On  a  tall  bay, 

Through  a  yellow,  autumn  wood 

And  on  such  a  day. 

— /.  E.  M. 


ARLINGTON  HOTEL 

WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 

WE  ALWAYS  TAKE  CARE  OF  THE 

PROFESSION  REGARDLESS  OF 

CONVENTIONS 

SAMUEL  J.  STEINBERGER 

'Prop. -Manager 

— Ad.  in  Variety. 
Well!     Really!! 


New  Member:  "Do  many  members  go  round  this  course  in  seventy?" 
Cynical  Caddie:    "A  few,  sir — but  hinvariably  alone!" 
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An  Apology  to  Mary  Queen 
of  Scots 

By  P.    W.  Luce 

YOUR  Beheaded  Majesty: 
On  behalf  of  the  British  nation,  I 
desire  to  offer  a  sincere  apology  for 
the  regrettable  incident  which  took 
place  on  February  8,  1587,  in  the 
courtyard  of  Fotheringhay  Castle,  on 
the  Nen  River,  nine  miles  south-west 
of  Peterborough,  Northamptonshire, 
England.  You  will  be  gratified  to 
learn  that  the  castle  has  long  since 
crumbled  to  ruins,  for  your  memories 
of  the  place  cannot  be  particularly 
pleasant. 

Your  Majesty  will  pardon  me  for 
referring  to  the  fact  that,  somewhat 
against  your  inclination  and  better 
judgment,  you  played  the  star  role  in 
a  tragedy  on  that  cold  and  frosty 
morning  338  years  ago,  but  I  must 
mention  this  to  refresh  your  memory. 

Though  the  performance  was  put 
on  without  any  rehearsal  on  your  part, 
the  audience  seems  to  have  been  well 
satisfied.  Indeed,  the  chronicler  of 
that  day  waxed  so  enthusiastic  over  the 
smooth  presentation  that  he  coined  a 
phrase  that  is  still  doing  good  service 
on  similar  occasions: 

"The  execution  was  carried  out 
without  a  hitch." 

Your  Majesty,  not  being  a  subscrib- 
er to  this  great  family  journal,  is 
necessarily  out  of  touch  with  mundane 
affairs  and  modern  discoveries.  It  will, 
therefore,  be  news  to  you  that  one  Mr. 
Ainsworth  Mitchell,  of  the  Home  Of- 
fice, who  has  a  penchant  for  delving 
into  the  historic  past  and  has  achieved 
quite  a  reputation  as  a  handwriting 
expert,  has  taken  a  solemn  oath  that  it 
was  not  your  royal  hand  that  wrote 
those  famous  Casket  letters  and 
sonnets. 

Others  have  said  the  same  on  pre- 
vious occasions.  Your  Majesty,  includ- 
ing several  who  were  poor  judges  of 
sonnets,  but  Mr.  Mitchell  goes  them 
one  better.  He  has  proved  to  his  and 
my  satisfaction  that  it  was  your  secre- 
tary, Bill  Maitland  (remember  Bill?) 
who  dipped  his  quill  in  the  horn  inkwell 
and  traced  those  incriminating  state- 
ments on  the  parchment. 


"/  wish  we'd  brought  the  piano,  dear.' 

"Don't  try  to  be  funny,  George!" 

"But,  you  see,  I  left  the  tickets  on  the  piano!" 


Such  being  the  case,  William  Mait- 
land, and  not  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots, 
should  have  got  it  in  the  neck.  Mait- 
land, however,  seems  to  have  taken  no 
chances  of  losing  his  head  in  an 
emergency. 

*       *       * 

Your  Majesty  will  readily  recognize 
that  at  this  late  date  the  mistake  can 
hardly  be  rectified,  but  if  a  vote  of 
censure  on  Maitland  and  other  parties 
responsible  will  give  you  satisfaction, 
I  can  arrange  to  have  this  put  through 
the  House  of  Commons,  and  perhaps 
the  House  of  Lords. 

Had  I  been  in  Fotheringhay  Castle 
courtyard  at  the  time  of  your  major 
operation,  and  seized  of  all  the  true 
facts,  I  assure  you  I  would  have  been 
decidedly   annoyed. 

It  has  always  seemed  to  me  that 
shortening  a  queen  in  this  abrupt  man- 
ner is  not  compatible  with  the  higher 
traditions  of  the  British  race.  The  fad 
started  in  1554  (you  were  only  thir- 
teen years  old  then  and  may  not  re- 
member it),  when  Lady  Jane  Grey 
supplied  the  wherewithal  in  the  Tower. 
After    your    little     affair    thirty-three 


years  later  the  custom  fell  into  desue- 
tude and  queens  were  once  again 
classed  as  preferred  insurance  risks. 

Of  course  King  Charles  had  his  hair 
bobbed  by  the  headsman  in  a  courtly 
manner  in  the  seventeenth  century,  but 
that  was  after  your  time  and  you  are 
not  likely  to  be  interested.  I  will  just 
mention,  in  passing,  that  Charles' 
graceful  exit  was  praised  in  prose  and 
poetry  by  courtiers  well  qualified  to 
judge  of  such  matters. 

In  addition  to  expressing  my  regret 
that  you  should  have  been  unnecessar- 
ily hurried  hence  in  sections  at  the 
middle  age  of  forty-five,  I  may  say 
that  (from  this  distance)  there  does 
not  seem  to  have  been  any  adequate 
reason  for  keeping  Your  Majesty  in 
the  dungeons,  cells,  or  vaults,  for  a 
matter  of  nineteen  years  or  so.  This 
was  worse  than  crime;  it  was  a  blun- 
der. It  gave  you  time  to  meditate  and 
write  poetry.  Posterity  does  not  agree 
that  your  meditations  were  crimes. 

(Continued  on  page  33) 
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How  Garton  Put  Across  The  Big  Deal 

By  J.  E.  McDougall 


"Mr.  Garton!"  It  was  the  G.  M. 
speaking,  he  was  passing  Garton's 
desk  as  he  entered  his  massive  walnut- 
panelled  office,  "Mr.  Garton,  I  would 
like  to  see  you  in  my  office,  when 
you  have  time." 

That  was  the  G.  M.'s  way  of  put- 
ting it  as  Garton  well  knew.  It  meant 
right  away,  and  the  young  man  who 
had  concentrated  so  hard  on  success 
was  quick  to  obey.  Life  had  been  a 
struggle  to  Bernard  Garton.  He  had 
started  as  an  errand  boy  in  the  Big 
Firm,  studied  book-keeping  at  nights, 
(single  and  double  entry),  till  he 
could  open  and  close  a  set  of  books 
before  you  could  turn  around.  Early 
in  life  he  began  to  realize,  however, 
that  the  G.  M.  and  the  various  de- 
partment heads  knew  something  else 
besides  cost  accounting  and  trial  bal- 
ances. What  was  it  they  had?  He 
began  clipping  coupons.  He  saved 
five  cents  from  his  lunch  money  every 
day  and  bought  magazines  that  had 
coupons.  In  this  way  he  soon  made 
himself  a  master  of  office  management, 
Salesmanship,  Personality,  Memory, 
Hypnotism,  Engineering,  Latin,  Arte- 
sian Wells,  and  Short  Story  Writing. 
He  was  fit  and  he  knew  it.  Now 
what  did  the  G.  M.  want?  In  an 
ecstasy  of  apprehension  he  entered  the 
G.  M.'s  office.  The  Great  Man's 
face  was  sphinxlike  as  he  motioned 
Garton  to  a  chair. 

"Mr.  Garton,"  he  said,  "I  have 
watched  you  for  some  time.  I  notice 
that  you  are  preparing  yourself  for 
Better  Things.  I  like  to  see  an  ambi- 
tious young  man.  You  remind  me  of 
myself  at  your  age."  The  Great 
Man's  face  relaxed  in  one  of  his  rare 
but  never-to-be-forgotten  smiles.  "Mr. 
Garton,"  he  continued,  "this  firm  is 
anxious  to  put  across  a  deal  of  tre- 
mendous importance  with  the  Addison 
Sims  people  in  Seattle  this  month,  and 
I  do  not  feel  sufficient  confidence  in 
any  of  our  salesmen  to  take  a  chance 
on  them.  I  felt  that  with  your  su- 
perior training  you  can  do  it  for  us. 
Your  salary  will  be  increased  to 
$27.50  per  week.  What  do  you  say, 
young  man?" 


You  can  imagine  the  enthusiasm 
with  which  Garton  wrung  the  G.  M.'s 
hand.  You  can  imagine  the  scene 
when  he  burst  into  the  little  house  in 
the  suburbs  and  told  the  little  woman 
the  glad  news! 

For  the  next  week  Garton  studied 
all  over  again  his  Salesmanship  courses. 
He  practised  on  the  neighbours  with 
his  household  goods  until  at  the  end  of 
the  week  he  felt  perfect.  He  was 
trained;  he  had  sold  everything  he 
owned. 

Mr.  Addison  Sims  was  out  when 
Garton  called  at  his  offices  in  the 
great  Pacific  coast  city.  This  was 
annoying  as  he  was  the  controlling 
director  who  had  to  be  sold  first. 
Garton  went  back  to  his  room  in  the 
hotel  to  rehearse  again  his  attack.  He 
was  almost  letter-perfect  already 
(Walk  in,  hat  in  hand,  GET  THE 
PROSPECT'S  ATTENTION, 
try  a  handspring — "Are  you  not  Mr. 
Addison  Sims  of  Seattle."  Don't  give 
the  Prospect  time  to  think,  he  is  tap- 
ping his  pencil.  TAKE  IT  AWAY 
FROM  HIM,  when  you  get  inside 
SIT  DOWN.  Now  begin.  Catch 
his  eye,  hold  it,  make  a  few  passes  in 
front  of  his  face.  "Mr.  Sims,  you  are 
now  going  to  sleep;  you  are  very 
sleepy;  you  can  hardly  hold  your  eye- 
lids open."  He  is  drooping.  Now  for 
the  salestalk,  put  the  contract  in  front 
of  him,  dip  his  pen  in  the  inkwell. 
Dominate  him.  "Mr.  Sims,  I  know 
you  are  going  to  buy,  yes — the  dotted 
line,  please;  thank  you,  Good-day!) 
but  he  believed  in  practice. 

He  was  hard  at  work  selling  a 
water  pitcher  to  the  bureau  when  a 
tap  was  heard  at  the  door  and  a  bell 
boy  entered. 

"Are  you  the  gent  who  was  wanting 
a  corkscrew?"  he  asked. 

"No,"  said  Garton,  "I  am  not." 

"Sorry,"  said  the  bell-boy,  "Must 
be  next  door."  He  was  gone.  What, 
thought  Garton  to  himself,  could  any-- 
one  want  with  a  cork-screw?  Perhaps 
he  ought  to  investigate.  He  stepped 
out  into  the  hall  and  listened  at  the 
door  of  the  next  room.     The  transom 


was     open.       A    confused     babel     of 
voices    reached    his   ears. 

"So  the  little  French  girl  said  to  the 
colonel,"  said  one  louder  than  the 
rest.  But  Garton  did  not  hear  what 
the  little  French  girl  said  for  at  that 
moment  the  door  opened.  A  ruddy 
countenanced  man  stood  within.  He 
looked  once  at  Garton  and  then  ad- 
dressed several  others  in  the  room. 

"Look,"  he  said  impressively,  "a 
foundling!  A  waif  of  the  storm,  de- 
serted by  an  undeserving  parent! 
Gentlemen,  our  course  is  clear ;  we 
must  adopt  him.  Is  Mr.  Browning  in 
the  audience?" 

Willing  hands  urged  the  foundling 
into  the  crowded  room.  He  was  as- 
sured on  all  sides  that  the  one  thing 
the  party  lacked  most  of  all  was  a 
good  sized,  really  dependable  found- 
ling.     It  began  to  get  six  o'clock. 

There  was  a  man  named  Gus  Henry 
and  he  wanted  to  sing  My  Wild  Irish 
Rose,  but  everybody  said  they'd  heard 
it.  So  he  just  hummed  it  to  himself. 
There  was  a  man  named  Hank  who 
was  in  the  slaughter  house  business 
and  he  promised  to  take  Garton  all 
through  the  place  first  thing  in  the 
morning.  There  was  a  man  named 
Mr.  Billings  who  didn't  know  any- 
body either  as  he  had  come  into  the 
room  by  mistake  half  an  hour  before; 
he  had  a  very  sad  life;  it  was  so  sad 
that  he  just  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed 
and  wept.  By  and  by  he  got  up  and 
said  he  was  going  out  to  commit  sui- 
cide so  everybody  helped  him  to  find 
his  hat.  There  was  a  man  named 
Banjo  Bill  who  sang  a  little  song 
about  a  lady  out  in  Kokomo.  There 
were  a  lot  of  others.  Particularly 
there  was  one  who  told  Garton  to 
call  him  Bozo.  He  said  Garton  re- 
minded him  of  an  old  bartender  in 
Montreal.  They  soon  became  fast 
friends.  Bozo  thought  everybody 
ought  to  go  out  and  get  some  food. 

The  taxi  driver  let  them  out  in 
front  of  the  city  hall  as  the  clock 
struck  two.  Somehow  they  seemed  to 
have  lost  the  rest. 

(Continued   on   page   36) 
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"There's  no  present  like  the  time! 


Goblin 


GOBLIN'S  LIMERICK  CONTEST 


Anyone  Can  Compete 


Prizes 


First  Prize:  $20.00  if  win- 
ner is  a  subscriber  to 
GOBLIN,  or  if  he  sends 
in  a  subscription  with  his 
answer,  $10.00  if  not  a 
subscriber. 

Five  Prizes  of  $2.00  to 
subscribers  or  $1.00  to 
non-subscribers. 

Subscriptions  may  be  sent 
in  with  answers  by  using 
the  form  below. 


Rules 


(1)  Contestants  positively 
MUST  be  over  two  years 
of  age,  sane,  or  nearly  so, 
and  sober  at  the  time  of 
writing. 

(2)  Last  lines  must  be  in 
our  hands  by  Sept.  15. 

(3)  Results  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  October 
number  of  GOBLIN. 

(4)  Members  of  the  firm 
may  not  win  prizes  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing. 


There  were  three  young  men  from  Balshire 
Who  were  sitting  one  night  by  a  fire. 
Said  one,   "I  should  think 
We  could   do  with  a   drink 


Supply  the  Missing  Line  ! 


Last  Month's  Awards 

After  raking,  sorting  and  grading  the  mail  bags  full  of  answers  to  last  month's  lim- 
erick contest  the  staff  of  judges  retained  by  GOBLIN  for  the  purpose  are  pleased  to 
announce  the  winner.  He  is  Harold  A.  Rose,  of  Rose  and  Desy,  Advocates,  Canada  Life 
Building,  Montreal.   The  limerick  as  completed  by  him  reads: 

A  habitant  down  in  Quebec 

Smoked  home-grown  tabac  by  the  peck 

He  puffed  and  he  blew 

And  his  wife  she  did,  too, 

"An'  dat  stuff  make  fine  enfants?    Correc' !" 


GOBLINS  LTD.,  272  Bay  St.,  Toronto. 

Dear  Sirs: 

Enclosed   find   $ for    .... 

National  Humourous  Monthly 

Name    , 


.year's    subscription    to    Canada's 


Street  Address   

Town   Province 


(1)  Till  each  looked  like  a   very 

feuille  sec!" 
Sent    in    by    C.     H.    Armstrong, 
88   Pleasant   Boulevard,    Toronto. 

(2)  "They're   welcome    to   it,    by 

Heck!" 
Sent   in   by   A.    H.    Maynard.    50 
Gormley   Avenue,    Toronto. 

(3)  "But   she   worked   whi'c    she 

smoked   it,    by    Heck!" 
Sent    in    by    J.    A.    C.    Kav.    174 
Church    St.,    Stratford,    Ontario 

(4)  "And    they    weaned    all    the 

wee  'uns  avec!" 
Sent    in    by    H.     S.     Parsons,    2a 
Admiral   Road,    Toronto. 

(5)  "No   skeeters    bite    them    in 

the   neck." 
Sent    in    by    Mario>ile    Kelanger 
9   Osgoode  St.,   Ottawa,   Ontario 


Honorable  mention  also  goes  to: 
B.    F.    Smith, 

Winchester,    Ont. 

H.    L.    Comfort, 

22  Chestnut    St., 
St.   Thomas,   Om. 

Wm.   A.   Paul,   D.D.S 
Tweed,   Ont. 

D.    M.   Young, 

194   Bloor  St.    W,, 
Toronto,    Ont. 

Paul   A.   Gardner. 
The  Queen's  Hotel, 
Toronto,   Ont. 

Cornigan     Pearson, 
551    Canterbury   St., 
Woodstock,    Ont. 

Alex.   Ross, 

221   Spadina   Ave., 
Toronto,   Ont. 

J.    H.    Radford,    M.B., 
M.O.H.,    Gait.    Out. 

Elizabeth    M.    Parsons, 

23  Admiral    Road, 
Toronto,   Ont. 

H.  M.   Cully. 

100  I.awton  Blvd., 
Toronto,   Ont. 

H.    Booth, 

Prince   Edward  Hotel. 
Brandon,  Man. 

B.   M.   Bracken. 
Alliston,    Ont. 

Mrs.   H.    C.   Mersereau, 
319  McKay  St., 
Montreal,    P.Q. 

Lilian   R.    Frascr. 
Campbellton.  N.l.'. 

P.   M.   Belanger, 

Privy   Council    Office, 
Ottawa,   Ont. 

H.    F.    Williams. 

31    Rodford   Ave., 

Toronto.    Ont. 
L.   Anthony. 

148   Lee   Ave., 

Toronto,    Ont. 

F.  Alex.  Gates. 

403    Bank   of   Hamilton    Bldg., 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

Norman   McLeod, 
300    Watson    St., 
W.    St.   John,   N.B. 

Miss    Hope    Burkholder, 
.  123   Grant  Ave., 
Hamilton,   Ont. 
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"ftfje  Kimt*  &re  #ut  of  fotnt" 


UPHEAVALS  of  nature  carry  in  their  wake  a 
series  of  effects  which  are  sometimes  more  awe- 
some or  more  destructive  than  the  upheavals  them- 
selves. An  earthquake  starts  a  fire  which  may  do  ten 
times  the  damage  which  the  temblor  did  itself.  The 
lava  of  a  volcanic  eruption  may  dam  a  river,  the  water 
of  which  will  flood  a  neighboring  valley  and  drown 
many  times  more  people  than  the  actual  erupt  on  killed. 

Similarly,  in  the  affairs  of  men  as  in  th.-  affairs  of 
nature,  the  after  effects  of  a  catastrophe  are  often  more 
disastrous  than  the  catastrophe  itself.  It  has  become 
commonplace  to  attribute  many  of  the  maladies  from 
which  the  world  at  present  is  suffering,  to  the  late  World 
War,  but  it  is  none  the  less  true,  because  it  is  platitude, 
that  a  good  many  of  the  present  political  and  economic 
difficulties  under  which  governments  of  to-day  are  labor- 
ing are  directly  attributable  to  the  War. 

The  present  day  governments  are  faced  with  the  ex- 
tremely difficult  task  of  keeping  their  heads  level  and 
their  minds  clear  in  the  face  of  unprecedented  situa- 
tions and  war  reactions  dissimilar  to  anything  experi- 
enced in  the  history  of  the  world. 

We  have  seen  what  occurred  in  the  case  of  Russia 
when  the  mentality  of  a  nation  breaks  under  the  terrific 


strain  imposed  upon  it,  and  gives  itself  over  to  hysteria 
and  irrationalism.  Russia's  downfall  cannot,  it  will  be 
agreed,  be  ascribed  to  a  superabundance  of  liberty.  Prior 
to  the  unexpected  overthrow  of  the  Czarist  Regime  and 
the  advent  of  the  Bolsheviki,  freedom  of  speech,  and 
indeed  freedom  of  action,  were  not  known  in  Russia. 
If  they  had  been,  such  occurrences  as  the  Russian  Reign 
of  Terror  could  not  have  occurred.  A  danger  which 
threatens  present-day  governments  is  that,  in  their 
an:  icty  to  provide  for  the  stability  of  the  countries  which 
they  serve,  they  will  overstep  the  mark  in  the  direction 
of  restrictive  legislation  and  supply  fuel  ready  dried  for 
the  fire  of  anarchy  and  rebellion.  The  war  has  left 
each  nation  involved  with  a  disturbed  national  psychol- 
ogy and  it  is  possible  that  if  common  sense,  slow  de- 
liberation and  infinite  patience  are  not  applied  to  the 
various  problems  of  the  time,  we  may  yet  have  as  a 
direct  aftermath  of  the  war  economic  and  social  catas- 
trophies  which  would  be  irremediable  and  inessential. 

Perhaps  the  best  method  is  to  let  the  problems  of  the 
world  solve  themselves.  Given  the  maximum  of  indivi- 
dual liberty  and  freedom  from  restriction,  each  person 
will  work  out  his  own  salvation  and  incidentally  that  of 
his  country  and  of  civilization. 
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The  History  of  Casabianca 

By  LESLIE  MACFARLANE 


In  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  has  been 
famous  for  many  years,  very  little  is 
known  of  the  personal  history  of  Casa- 
bianca, a  youth  who  won  himself  a 
place  among  the  immortals  because  he 
stood  on  the  burning  deck  whence  all 
but  he  had  fled. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  that  is  just 
about  all  that  is  known  about  him,  but 
his  fame  has  been  so  great  that  this 
series  would  be  incomplete  without 
some  reference  to  the  lad;  although  it 
is  no  easy  task  to  write  a  biography 
about  a  chap  of  whom  little  or  noth- 
ing is  known  save  the  fact  that  once 
upon  a  time,  somewhere,  for  some 
reason  or  other,  he  stood  upon  a  burn- 
ing deck  whence  all  but  he  had   fled. 

There  must  be  more  to  his  career 
than  that,  but  if  there  is,  I'll  be 
hanged  if  I've  been  able  to  discover  it. 
One  presumes  that  he  was  born  in 
some  specific  locality,  in  some  defi- 
nite year,  and  that  he  had  parents — 
details  of  which  are  indispensable  to 
any  biography,  but  in  this  case  the 
facts  are  unavailable.  A  careful  pe- 
rusal of  many  volumes  brings  to  light 
numerous  references  to  Casabianca,  in- 
variably followed  by,  "The  boy  stood 
on  the  burning  deck  whence  all  but  h? 
had  fled,"  duly  quoted,  but  in  every 
case  it  is  assumed  that  everyone  know; 
all  about  the  affair  and  that  it  would 
be  an  insult  to  intelligence  to  go  further, 
and  the  matter  is  dropped  right  there. 

Occasionally,  the  mere  fact  that 
the  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck 
whence  all  but  he  had  fled,  is  supple- 
mented by  some  vulgar  line  such  as, 
"This  place  is  hotashell,  by  heck,  the 
noble  laddy  said,"  or  some  similar 
explanation  which  would  hardly  be  the 
real  truth  of  the  matter.  Certainly,  it 
would  be  insufficient  to  entitle  Casa- 
bianca to  more  than  a  flippant  and 
evanescent  notoriety. 

It  is  not  even  known  whether 
Casabianca  was  his  first  name  or  his 
last  name.  There  is  nothing  to  show, 
for  instance,  that  his  name  might  not 
have  been  Augustus  W.  Casabianca, 
or  perhaps  Casabianca  P.  O'Grady. 
As  a^  matter  of  fact,  Casabianca 
mightn't  be  his  name  at  all,  but  every 
time  anyone  says,  "The  boy  stood  on 


the  burning  deck  whence  all  but  he 
had  fled,"  they  always  preface  it  by 
saying,  '"Casabianca,"  as  though  that 
settled  it,  so  we  presume  it  must  have 
been  the  fellow's  name.  At  that,  it  is 
no  world-beater  of  a  name. 

There  is  also  a  lamentable  dearth 
of  information  concerning  the  deck, 
let  alone  the  boy.  This  biographer  is 
in  total  ignorance  as  to  whether  it  was 
a  deck  of  cards  or  a  deck  of  morphine 
or  the  deck  of  a  canal  boat.  Also,  we 
know  not  why  it  was  burning — whether 
it  had  caught  fire  accidentally  or 
whether  it  had  been  purposely  set 
ablaze  for  the  sake  of  the  insurance. 
The  public  is  entitled  to  the  facts  of 
the  matter,  but  the  only  thing  certain 
about  this  deck  is  that  it  was  burning 
and  that  the  boy  stood  alone  on  it 
whence  all  but  he  had  fled. 

One  is  also  unable  to  advance  ex- 
planations for  the  strange  conduct  of 
the  boy  in  standing  on  this  particular 
burning  deck  whence  all  but  he  had 
fled.  It  is  quite  apparent  that  it  would 
have  been  most  unwise  of  him  to  have 
sat  down,  but  when  it  is  so  clearly 
stated  that  the  deck  was  burning,  one 
cannot  but  think  that  he  was  very  fool- 
ish to  hang  around  there  at  all.  Why 
didn't  he  go  home?  But  then,  boys 
will  be  boys.  Every  time  there  is  a 
big  blaze  in  a  small  town  the  firemen 
are  busy  trampling  boys  underfoot. 
They  will  get  as  close  to  the  fire  as 
they  can. 

In  this  case,  however,  the  boy  ap- 
pears to  have  been  more  bull-headed 
than  the  average  youngster.  The  other 
fellows,  whoever  they  were,  seem  to 
have  used  rare  good  judgment  in  get- 
ting away  from  that  immediate  neigh- 
borhood. Why,  then,  this  stubborn 
little  galoot  should  have  stood  on  that 
burning  deck  whence  all  but  he  had 
fled,  is  very  hard  to  understand.  Still 
harder  to  conceive,  is  why  he  should 
be  so  famous  for  such  a  monumental 
display  of  idiocy. 

Nobody  knows  where  Casabianca 
went  to  school,  if  he  ever  went  to 
school  at  all,  and  that  is  very  doubt- 
ful for  they  would  have  pounded 
enough  sense  into  him  to  have  taught 
him    to    get    off    that    deck.     Nobody 


knows  if  his  parents  were  poor  and 
simple  or  rich  but  honest.  Nobody 
knows  when  he  got  his  first  job  and 
why  ha  got  fired  from  it.  These 
facts,  so  pertinent  to  any  biography, 
must  be  omitted  here  simply  because 
all  that  is  known  concerning  Casa- 
bianca is  the  fact  that  he  stood  on  the 
burning  deck  whence  all  but  he  had 
fled. 

It  isn't  that  I  haven't  tried  to  find 
out.  I've  asked  dozens  of  people  if 
they  knew  anything  about  Casabianca. 

"Casabianca!"  they  would  say,  be- 
nignly and  pityingly.  "Why,  of  course. 
The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck 
whence  all  but  he  had  fled.  Re- 
member?" 

"No,  I  don't  remember.  I  wasn't 
there  and  I  don't  know  anything  about 
him.  Isn't  there  any  more  about  the 
fellow  than  that?" 

And  then  they  would  look  sort  of 
baffled  and  would  try  to  recollect 
and  then  they  would  look  injured,  as 
though  a  dirty  trick  had  been  played 
on  them,  after  which  they  would  go 
away  muttering  to  themselves,  trying 
to  find  words  to  rhyme  with  "dead" 
and  "fled." 

Personally,  I  don't  think  they  ever 
knew  any  more  about  Casabianca  ex- 
cept that  he  stood  on  the  burning  deck 
whence  all  but  he  had  fled.  Nobody 
knows  anything  more  about  Casabianca 
than  that. 

One  is  almost  forced  to  the  con- 
clusion that  Casabianca  won  his  fame 
unjustly.  I've  never  found  anyone  yet 
who  knew  anything  about  him  except 
that  he  stood  on  the  burning  deck 
whence  all  but  he  had  fled  and,  as  I 
consider  that  a  very  foolish  and  child- 
ish and  mulish  thing  to  do,  I'm  not 
going  to  bother  about  him  any  more. 
If  people  want  to  immortalize  that 
bull-headed  child  just  because  he  stood 
on  a  burning  deck  whence  all  but  he 
had  fled,  they  can  go  ahead  and  do 
it,  but  before  this  biographer  sub- 
scribes to  any  acknowledgment  of 
Casabianca's  greatness  he  wants  to 
know  a  little  more  about  him  beyond 
the  fact  that  he  once  stood  on  a  burn- 
ing deck  whence  all  but  he  had  fled. 
It  sounds  like  a  lie  anyway. 
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Fashions   for  men 


Frills   and  furbelows  are  the  dictates  of  the  mode   mentors  for  the   fall. 
A  scene  in  old  London. 


Fun  and  frolic  in  the  old  land.     A  game  of  "Uml  1 
progress  on  Epsom   Downm 


An  exterior  view  of  the  tent  of  Yefreak  Pasha,  leader  of  the  Rough-riding  Riffs 

in  Morocco. 


Mme.  Brands  Bunkh,  who  is  suing  the  New- 
tonville  Argus  for  a  large  sum.  She  gave  an 
interview  in  which  she  referred  to  herself  as 
a  diva.  The  Argus  called  her  "an  aquatic 
expert." 


Guess  whJ 
or  Premi'  I 
Kcmal.        I 
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Oscar    Apple,    the    well-known    Penetang    and 
Midland   amateur   actor,    who    is    shortly   leav- 
ing  for   Hollywood   to   make   a   name   for  him- 
self  in    the   movies.     Good   luck,    Oscar! 


Mr.    and    Mrs.    Kelly    Poole,    founders    of    the 
well-known   summer  resort   of  that   name. 


George    H.    Creary,    well-known    Kiwanian    and    M.P.P.    for    South 
Elgin,    in    a    characteristic    pose. 


umbrella,  who  hasn't  got  an  umbrella"  in 
Perth,   in   Ireland. 


Perhaps  you  have  heard  of  O'Suffrin 
Katz,  president  of  the  Katz  Pyjamas 
Corporation.  This  is  Mr.  Katz  and  his 
family  snapped  outside  their  Rosedale 
home. 


si  No,  it  isn't  Mary  Pickford, 
e's  fiancee,  or  Mrs.  Mustapha 
latter  of  fact,  we  don't  know 
>  it   is  ourselves! 
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FIRECRACKERS.  By  Carl  Van 
Vechten,  Toronto:  The  Macmillan 
Company.  2.00 

Devotees  of  the  Carl  Van  Vechten 
school  of  letters,  in  which  the  writer 
may  be  numbered,  will  find  Fire- 
crackers just  such  another  example  of 
literary  acrobatics  as  might  be  ex- 
pected from  the  pen  of  this  well- 
known  music  critic  and  cat  fancier. 
The  plot  is  light,  airy  and  negligible, 
the  characterizations  are  as  incon- 
sequential and  irresponsible  as  any 
which  he  has  ever  drawn.  The  inci- 
dents fall  in  no  logical  routine,  but 
come  helter-skelter  as  though  all  acci- 
dents, and  form  themselves  into  a 
mosaic  pervaded  by  that  peculiar  at- 
mosphere which  Mr.  Van  Vechten 
knows  so  well  how  to  produce.  I  be- 
lieve the  author  once  sub-titled  a  pre- 
vious work  of  his  as  a  "cartoon  for  a 
stained  glass  window."  If  he  had  not 
used  this  phrase  on  that  occasion,  he 
might  have  used  it  with  equal  or  mora 
force  referring  to  the  present  publica- 
tion. There  is  no  phrase  which  comes 
to  mind  at  present  that  fits  the  whole 
work  quite  so  well  as  this  one  of  his 
own  manufacture.  Admirers  of  the 
Tattooed  Countess,  the  Blind  Bow 
Boy,  and  Peter  Whiffle  will  be  intri- 
gued to  meet  again  in  the  pages  of 
Firecrackers  such  characters  as  Cam- 
paspe  Lorillard,  the  forlorn  Cupid, 
and  the  Countess  Nattatori.  Mr.  Van 
Vechten  has,  we  believe,  a  large  and 
admiring  following  on  this  continent 
and  in  England.  This  clientele  will  be 
as  delighted  with  Firecrackers  as  any 
of  its  predecessors. 

PAUL  BUNYAN.  By  James 
Stephens.  Toronto:  The  Macmillan 
Company. 

This  collection  of  legends  pertaining 
to  the  mythical  lumber-jack  who  was 


"Do  you  always  ask  every  new  per- 
son you  meet   to  lend  you  $10?" 

"Yes." 

"You  must  get  a  lot  of  rebuffs." 

"Yes!  But  think  of  the  dollars  I 
get!" 


the  idol  of  all  the  lumber  camps  from 
Quebec  to  Oregon  during  the  nine- 
teenth century,  is  not  quite  the  sort  of 
thing  which  might  be  expected  from 
the  pen  of  so  gifted  a  writer  as  Mr. 
Stephens.  We  were  somewhat  disap- 
pointed to  find  in  the  chronicles  of 
Paul  and  his  giant  Blue  Ox  Babe 
nothing  of  particular  or  engrossing  in- 
terest. Admittedly  Mr.  Stephens  had 
very  difficult  material  with  which  to 
work.  The  stories  regarding  Paul  are 
frankly  impossible,  and  it  would  re- 
quire the  touch  of  a  Hans  Christian 
Andersen  to  give  them  the  semblance 
of  actuality.  Mr.  Stephens  has  told 
the  stories  rather  baldly,  and  such 
garnishing  as  he  has  given  them,  does 
not  seem  to  have  the  desired  effect  of 
making  them  something  more  than  a 
collection  of,  to  the  layman,  rather 
nonsensical  lumber  jack  legends  and 
myths. 

THE  CRAZY  FOOL.  By  Don- 
ald Ogden  Stewart,  New  York:  A. 
6-  C.  Bonl  Co. 

In  the  jacket  blurb  of  this  book, 
it  is  described  by  one  critic  as  the  fun- 
niest  thing   ever    put   between   covers. 


This  is  no  exaggeration  at  any  rate. 
It  consists  of  one  chapter  of  two  hun- 
dred odd  pages,  the  action  of  which 
takes  place  within  about  thirty-six 
hours,  chiefly  in  and  around  an  in- 
sane asylum.  Charlie  Hatch,  the  hero, 
has  been  left  an  insane  asylum  by  his 
uncle,  provided  he  will  put  it  on  a 
paying  business  basis.  Also  in  order 
to  win  the  hand  of  the  beautiful  Miss 
Pratt  of  Boston,  it  is  necessary  that  he 
make  good  at  something  before  mid- 
night on  the  date  following  that  on 
which  he  inherits  the  insane  asylum. 
Consequently,  he  decides  to  attempt  to 
put  the  asylum  on  a  paying  business 
basis  within  thirty-six  hours. 

Do  not  attempt  to  find  any  sense 
in  this  explanation  of  the  theme  of  the 
book,  or  in  the  book  itself.  It  does  not 
make  sense  from  the  beginning,  which 
takes  place  in  the  offices  of  the  Pratt 
National  Bank  of  Boston,  to  the  end, 
which  takes  place  unexpectedly  at  a 
masquerade  dance  given  by  the  asylum 
inmates.  The  book  is  full  of  entr'actes 
and  side-shows,  some  of  which  are 
amusing,  particularly  the  story  about 
the  horse  that  sits  on  eggs. 

This  is  just  the  book  to  put  in  your 
basket  the  next  time  you  are  going  on 
visitors'  day  to  the  local  asylum.  The 
inmates   would   love    it. 

THE  OLD  WOMAN  OF  THE 
MOVIES.  By  Vincente  Blasco 
lhanez.    New  York:  E.  P.  Dulton. 

A  collection  of  short  stories  by  the 
Spanish  litterateur  and  politician,  all 
of  which  have  previously  been  publish- 
ed in  American  or  English  periodicals. 
They  are  all  entertaining  and  the  stor- 
ies about  the  war,  on  which  subject  he 
is  certainly  at  his  best,  are  as  full  of 
tragedy  and  as  well  handled  as  any- 
thing he  has  ever  done. 
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jTnother 

jTstoria 

J'riumph 


Smart  in  Style 

perfect  in  Workmanship 

jfibove  par  in  Conjfort 

popularly  priced 

Tailor- JVi 'a de  for  particular  Trade 


Zhe 
'fpiflyer' 


If  your  dealer  does  not  sell  Astoria  Shoes, 
write  us  for  name  of  one  who  does 


SCOTT  &  McHALE  LIMITED 

LONDON,  CANADA 


His  Chance 


They  ushered  me  into  the  presence  of  the  great  ex- 
ecutive and  motioned  me  to  a  seat.  The  man  himself 
sat  at  his  enormous  desk,  his  attention  riveted  upon  the 
papers  before  him,  and  seemed  not  to  have  noticed  my 
entry.  I  observed  that  he  appeared  worried.  With  pen 
poised  he  seemed  in  doubt  as  to  the  advisability  of 
using  it.  I  allowed  my  imagination  to  indulge  in  flights 
as  to  the  import  of  the  action  he  hesitated  to  take.  Per- 
haps he  was  delaying  placing  his  signature  upon  a  docu- 
ment which  should  alter  the  name  of  the  United  Rubber 
Works  to  Rubber  Ltd.  Perhaps,  at  that  moment,  the 
Robinson  people  and  the  Jennings  people  were   await- 


ing breathlessly  in  their  offices  the  action  that  would 
force  their  amalgamation  with  the  Godfrey  people.  Or 
worse.  Even  at  that  moment  I  felt  the  hysterical  impa- 
tience of  the  army  of  reporters  that  must  be  awaiting 
his  great  decision.  The  air  was  charged  with  Big 
Business. 

Suddenly  he  moved.  His  hand  sought  the  button, 
summoned  Ghanning,   his  capable  assistant  manager. 

"Channing,"  he  said,  "A  word  in  three  letters  mean- 
ing to  prohibit." 

It  was  my  chance  and  I  took  it. 

"O.  T.  A.."  I  cried.  — /.  £.  M. 
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The  Old-Timer. 


At  the  Swimming  Meet. 
Coming  Events  Cast  Their  Shadows  Before. 


"What  did  the  conductor  say  when  you  handed  him 

the  pawn   ticket  instead  of   the   train   ticket?" 
"He  said:  'That's  no  fare'!" 


T 


W  $ 


Football  Term: 
First  down,  three  to  go. 
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After  Hours 

"Father  is  late  getting  home  from 
work,"  said  the  night  watchman's 
wife,  glancing  at  the  clock.  "He  must 
have   overslept  this   morning." 

— American  Legion   Weekly. 

*  *       * 

Or  Anything  Else 

Prospective  Tenant:  "But  why  do 
they  make  the  apartments  so  small?" 

Estate  Agent:  "That,  madam,  is 
so  the  tenants  will  have  no  room  for 
complaint." 

— Honey  Comb  Briefs. 

*  *       * 

Caught! 

Wife:  "How  many  fish  was  it  you 
caught  on  Saturday,   George?" 

Husband:  "Six,  darling — all  beau- 
ties." 

Wife:  "I  thought  so.  That  fish 
shop  has  made  a  mistake  again. 
They've  charged  us  for  eight." 

— Good  Hardware. 

*  *       * 

Sound   and   Fury,  Signifying 
Nothing 

There  are  two  sides  to  every  ques- 
tion, but  some  of  the  questions  now 
being  windily  debated  in  this  happy 
land  are  like  the  bass  drum,  of  which 
it  was  said  that  after  you  had  listened 
to  both  sides  of  it  you  hadn't  heard 
much. 

— Charleston  News  and  Courier. 

*  *       * 

Expensive 

Old  Lady:  "Why  do  they  always 
call  a  ship  'she'?" 

Old  Salt:  "Why — beggin'  your 
parding,  ma'am — that's  because  the 
riggin'  costs  so  much." 

— Brown  Jug. 

!j:  *  * 

Not  His  Fault 

Tourist:  "I'm  almost  certain  that 
I  must  have  run  across  your  face 
sometime  or  other." 

Grumpy  Waiter:  "No,  sir,  it's 
always  been  like  this." 

— Judge. 

*  *       * 

The  Solution 

Producer:  "I  can't  use  your  play, 
sir.    It's  too  long  for  the  stage." 

Amateur  Playwright:  "But  I  say 
— aw — look  here.  Can't  you  lengthen 
the  stage,  you  know?" 

— White  Mule. 


"Do  you  like  my 

mustache,   tell  me 

frankly?" 

"Between      you 

and  me,  I  don't." 

• — -Mercury. 


Meat  and  Right 

"I  think,  George,"  said  Mrs.  Jones 
to  her  husband.  "I'll  ask  the  new 
people  next  door  to  have  dinner  with 
us  to-night." 

"Why?"  asked  the  husband. 

"Well,  the  butcher  left  their  meat 
here  by  mistake,  and  it  seems  only 
fair." 

— The  Progressive  Grocer. 

*  *       * 

Room  for  More 

An  "eating  competition"  was  organ- 
ized in  a  mining  town  in  the  North 
of  England. 

One  competitor,  a  giant  collier,  six 
feet  in  height  and  broad  in  proportion, 
succeeded  in  disposing  of  a  leg  of 
mutton,  a  plentiful  supply  of  vegetables 
and  a  plum  pudding,  washed  down 
with  copious  drafts  of  ale. 

He  was  unanimously  declared  the 
winner,  and  was  being  triumphantly 
escorted  home,  when  he  turned  to  his 
admirers  and  said: 

"Eh,  lads,  don't  'ee  say  nowt  of 
this  to  my  old  woman,  or  she  won't 
gie  me  no  dinner!" 

— The  Continent  (Chicago) 

*  *       * 

Limerick  of  the  Links 

There  was  an  old  duffer  who  said, 
As  he  suddenly  lifted  his  head: 
' ' — * — m —  ?  Cxx — *h — x — x — 
x — x*m — *x — x — m — x — * —  ? 

And  a  lot  more  unfit  to  be  read. 
— New    York  Herald  Tribune. 

*  *       * 

A  Worthy  Judge 

Divorcee  (to  friend)  :  Isn't  it  splen- 
did, dear — the  Judge  has  given  me  £4 
a  week  alimony!  It's  so  fine  for  a 
woman  to  feel  that  she  isn't  dependent 
on  a  man  for  her  funds. 

— Bulle  tin    (  Sydney  ) . 

*  *       # 

Too  Much 

The  orchestra  was  practising  the 
composer's  very  long  and  tedious  piece 
when  he  arrived. 

"What's  this?"  he  demanded  from 
the  doorway.  "I  can  hear  only  the 
violins,   not  the  wind  instruments." 

"It's  too  hard  a  jab  for  the  wind 
instruments,"  replied  the  orchestra 
leader.  "They  can't  blow  and  yawn 
at  the  same  time!" 

— Der  Brummer  (Berlin). 
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Burglar:  Now  come  on — no  nonsense — what  have  you  done  with  your  money? 
Mr.  Henpeck:  Why,  Darling  don't  you  remember ?    You  met  me  outside  the 
office  and  took  care  of  it  for  me? 

— New  Yorker. 


Alice: 

Agnes: 


The  Veil 

I  think  and  think ;  yet  still  I  fail — 
Why  does  this  lady  wear  a  veil? 
Why  thus  elect  to  mask  her  face 
Beneath  that  dainty  web  of  lace? 
The  tip  of  a  small  nose  I  see, 
And  two  red   lips,   set  curiously 
Like  twin-born  cherries  on  one  stem, 
And  yet  she  has  netted  even  them. 
Her  eyes,  it's  plain,  survey  with  ease 
Whatever  to  glance  upon  they  please. 
Yet   whether   hazel,   gray,   or    blue, 
Or  that  even  lovelier  lilac  hue; 
I  cannot  guess;  why — why  deny 
Such  beauty  to  the  passer-by? 
Out  of  a  bush  a  nightingale 
May  expound  his  song;  beneath  that  veil 
A  happy  mouth  no  doubt  can  make 
English  sound  sweeter  for  its  sake. 
But  then  why  muffle  in,  like  this. 

What  every  blossomy  wind  would  kiss? 
Why  in  that  little  night  disguise 
A  daybreak  face,  those  starry  eyes? 

—  Walter  de   la  Mare,   in   Vanity  Fair 


Better   Than   None 

I  wouldn't  marry  the  best  man  on  earth. 
I  would,  if  I  couldn't  get  anybody  else. 

— Boston   Transcript. 


The  Popular  Song-Bird's  Lament 

Something  ought  to  be  done  about  the  way  the  dear 

girls    are    disappearing.     It    is    becoming    alarming    one 

after  another  they  drift  away  and  are  never  heard  from. 

Nellie  Grey  started  it.     Then   Mary,   Oh,  what  a  pal 

she  was!     Nobody  seems  to  know  what  has  become  of 

Sally.     The  other  day   I   heard  a  chap  saying   he  had 

searched  all  over  the  globe  for  a  weenie  named  Titina. 

One  by  one  my  sweeties  go  away;  they  don't  say  where, 

when  or  why.    It  looks  as  though  at  the  next  affair  I'll 

have  to  bring  Lulu,  though  from  what  I  hear  she  seems 

to   be   a   bit  declasse.     Come   to   think   of   it,   I   haven't 

heard  much  about  that  sweet  girl,  Adeline  lately. 

— Stephen  Moon. 
*       *       * 

A  Letter 

Dear  Son: 

Your  father  and  I  are  a  little  worried  about  your 
extravagance  since  you  went  to  college.  We  know  that 
a  young  man  has  to  do  a  lot  to  keep  up  appearances 
but  the  last  suit  you  wrote  to  us  about  does  seem  un- 
necessary. What  with  the  weather  so  warm  and  all,  we 
both  think  you  will  be  too  hot  wearing  two  pairs  of 
pants  anyway. 

Lovingly, 

Mother. 
— J.  E.  M. 
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Another  Accomplishment  of  the  Efficiency  Expert 

An  interesting  device  worked  out  in  one  of  our  local  office  buildings  whereby  the  heal 
generated  by  the  telephone  booths  is  utilized  to  operate  the  elevators. 

— New    Yorker. 
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"This  is  no  good  of  er  place  ter  camp,  Alfred.    A  bloke' d  get  insomnia 
watchin    the  brewery!" 

— Australian  Punch. 


The  Air  Mail 

Mail  is  now  being  sent  overnight 
between  New  York  and  Chicago  by 
airplanes,  whether  the  letter  can  wait 
or  not.  A  love  letter  written  to-night 
in  either  city  will  be  in  the  hands  of  the 
young  lady  before  the  sender  has  time 
to  regret  a  single  paragraph. 

— New    York   Sun. 


Country  Lady:  "I've  been  expecting 
a  packet  of  medicine  by  post  for  a 
week,  and  haven't  received  it  yet." 

Post  Office  Clerk.  "Yes,  madam. 
Kindly  fill  in  this  form,  and  state  the 
nature  of  your  complaint." 

Lady:  "Well,  if  you  really  must 
know,  it's  indigestion." 

— Richmond  Herald. 


Bricklayer:  '  'Op  it — we  can't 
'ave  you  a-blowin'  that  trumpet  round 
"ere." 

Boy  Scout:   "Why?" 

Bricklayer:  'Tain't      safe — you 

know  wot  'appened  to  the  walls  of 
Jericho,  don't  yer?" 

— Co-operative  News,   Manchester. 


Line    Forms    to    the    Right 
Wanted — Bookkeeper     and     assist- 
ant to  club  manager. 

— Miami  (Okla.)  Herald. 


"My   husband   has  had  indigestion 
for  the  past  six  months." 

"Gracious!  I  didn't  know  your 
cook  left  so  long  ago." 

— Kasper,  Stockholm^ 

*  *       *       * 

"I  tell  you  this  crown  is  a  false 
one ! " 

"Well,  look  at  the  date  on  it — 
1875.  It's  funny  nobody  has  noticed 
it  before  now." 

— Vikingen,  Oslo^ 

*  *       *       * 

"John,  you  seem  fond  of  going  to- 
the  pictures  lately.  What's  the  rea- 
son?" 

"It's  such  a  relief,  dear,"  replied 
her  husband,  "to  see  women  opening 
their  mouths  without  hearing  them!" 

— South  Wales  Echo. 

*  *       *       * 

Shifting    Things 

"Yes,    we   frequently   switch    things 
around,    vary    our    premium    olfers, 
said    the    department    store    manager. 
"It  keeps  people  interested." 

"What  sort  of  shifts  do  you  make?" 
"Sometimes    we    offer     soap    with 
Shakespeare;    again   we    offer   Shake- 
speare with  soap." 

— Louisville    Courier-) 'ournaL 


Wife :    I'm  not  angry,  I'm  only  terribly  hurt! 

— New   Yorkei\ 
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We  tried  130  times 

before  we  perfected  this  unique  Shaving  Cream 

Now  let  us  send  you  a  10-day  tube  to  try 


~y  New  Delights 

These  you'll  find — these  new  shav- 
ing joys,  these  comforts  unknown 
before. 

1  Multiplies  itself  in  lather  250  times. 

2  Softens  the  beard  in  one  minute. 

3  Maintains   its   creamy    fullness    for 
10  minutes  on  the  face. 

4  Strong  bubbles  hold  the  hairs  erect 
for  cutting. 

5  The    palm    and    olive    oils    content 
leaves  the  face  in  fine  condition. 
To  add  the  final  touch  to  shaving  luxury, 

we  have  created  Palmolive  After  Shaving 
Talc — especially  for  men.  Doesn't  show. 
Leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  fresh,  and 
gives  that  well-groomed  look.  Try  the 
sample  we  are  sending  free  with  the  tube 
of  Shaving  Cream. 


PALMOLIVE 
SHAVING  CREAM 


Made  in  Canada 


It  is  only  after  great  effort  that  great 
things  are  done. 

We  worked  for  18  months  perfecting 
Palmolive  Shaving  Cream.  The  130th 
formula  tested  was  the  first  to  please  us. 

We  knew  we  had  a  tough  job  before 
us  winning  men.  Most  of  you  were  wed- 
ded to  a  favorite  cream  or  stick.  Out- 
standing superiority  was  our  only 
chance. 

We  asked  1000  men  their  supreme  de- 
sires in  a  shaving  cream.  Then  set  out 
to  meet  them. 

We've  Won 
We  met  those  desires — and  more. 

Millions  have  flocked  to  Palmolive 
Shaving   Cream. 


Today  it's  a  leader  in  its  field. 

80%  of  the  men  who  use  it  were  won 
from  other  makes. 

You  know  and  we  know  that  such  re- 
sults do  not  come  by  chance. 

60  years  of  soap  study  stand  behind 
this  unique  creation. 

It  is  different — radically,  and  immea- 
surably different  —  from  any  shaving 
cream  you  have  ever  tried. 

10  Shaves  Free 

Now  in  justice  to  yourself,  and  in  cour- 
tesy to  us,  please  accept  a  10-day  tube 
free. 

Give  us  a  chance  to  prove  our  claims. 
Find  out  for  yourself  whether  your  pres- 
ent method  is  not  failing  in  some  im- 
portant ways. 


10   SHAVES    FREE 

and  a  can  of  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc 

Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and 
mail  to  Dept.  B-1053,  The  Palmolive  Company 
of  Canada   Ltd.,   Toronto,   Ont. 
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DRINKING       FOUNTAINS 


(3) 


(4) 


Above  are  reproduced  some  examples  of  the  modern  trend  in  sculpture.  The  influence  of  the  Rube  Goldberg  school  of 
modelling  is  clearly  seen  in  the  above  artistic  examples.  The  titles  of  the  pieces  here  reproduced  are  as  follows:  ( I  ) 
The  Well-balanced  Student;  (2)  L'Enfant  Terrible;  (3)    By  Jupiter!   and    (4)    An  Advertisement   for  Lislerine. 


— Columns. 
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An  Apology 

(Continued  from  page  16) 

Your  Majesty  will  please  under- 
stand that  I  am  writing  this  apology  of 
my  own  free  will,  without  duress  or 
pressure  of  any  kind,  but  without  pre- 
judice, feeling  that  an  explanation  is 
due  to  you.  The  healing  hand  of  time 
may  have  caused  you  to  think  lightly 
of  what  was  once  a  matter  of  some 
concern,  and  quite  likely  you  no 
longer  wish  to  criticize  those  who 
despatched  you  somewhat  informally 
as  a  matter  of  expediency  nearly  three 
and  a  half  centuries  ago.  After  all, 
age  mellows  all  of  us,  high  or  low, 
rich  or  poor,  united  or  divided. 

In  conclusion,  Your  Majesty,  you 
may  rest  assured  of  my  unswerving 
loyalty,  and  should  you  wish  to  reply 
to  this  letter,  kindly  refer  to  File  No. 
1587. 


Giving  evidence  in  a  London  police 
court  a  policeman  stated  that  the  de- 
fendant stood  outside  a  tailor's  win- 
dow challenging  a  dummy  to  come  out 
and  fight.  The  man  pleaded  that  it 
was  the  dummy   who   first  started  it. 

— Punch. 


Mixed  Maths 

Ephraim:  "What  you  all  call  it 
when  a  girl  gets  married  three  times — 
Bigotry?" 

Rastus:  "Lawsy,  boy,  you  sut- 
tinly  am  an  ignoramus.  Why,  when  a 
girl  gets  married  two  times,  dat  am 
bigotry;  but  when  she  gets  married 
de  third  time,  dat  am  trigonometry." 
— Ring  Leader. 
*       *       * 

An  Incentive 

"Oh,  what  good  is  percentage?" 
growled  little  Tommy. 

"Now,  Tommy,"  asked  his  teacher, 
reproachfully,  "don't  you  want  to 
learn  how  to  work  out  batting  aver- 
ages?" 

— Louisville    Courier   Journal 
*■       *       * 

A    Blessing 

The  professor  rushed  into  the  room 
where  his  wife  was  sitting: 

"My  dear,"  he  said,  excitedly, 
"guess  what's  happened!  Intelligence 
has  just  reached  me " 

"Well,  thank  heaven,  Harry,"  she 
replied,  rushing  to  embrace  him. 

— Denison  Flamingo. 
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The  Charm  of  Tea  is  in 
the  Flavour — and 
true  appreciation  of  the 
superior  qualities  of 
SaladaTeacan  only  come 
through  the  tea-cup. 
Each  cup  embodies  all 
that  is  finest  in  tea — full, 
fresh  flavor,  fragrant 
aroma,  delicious  purity. 
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"/  see  Sam  has  a  new  girl." 
"No,  that's  the  old  one  with 
a  new  coal  of  paint." — Mercury. 


An  Englishman  and  an  Irishman 
lived  in  a  coast  town,  and  both  owned 
boats.  One  day  the  Englishman  de- 
cided to  christen  his,  and  on  the  stern 
painted:  "Henry  the  Eighth." 

"An'  wot  the  divvle  will  I  name 
mine?"  mused  the  Irishman.  Reject- 
ing the  suggestion  of  the  others  that  he 
call  his  "George  the  Fifth,"  he  be- 
came suddenly  inspired,  got  out  brush 
and  paint  and  inscribed  the  legend : 

"March  th'  Seventeenth." 

— American  Legion  Weekly. 


Suggested  as  a  free  ad  for  Cali- 
fornia: 

"Our  climate  is  so  mild  that  when 

you  have  to  sleep  outdoors  on  account 

of  an  earthquake  you  don't  mind  it." 

— Detroit   Free   Press. 

*  *       * 

"Well,  well,  old  fellow,  you  look 
half  dead.  Why  don't  you  take  a 
vacation,  or  have  you?" 

— Detroit   News. 

*  *       * 

Now  That  It's  Over 

The  moon  on  the  lake  the  night  of 
the  bon-fire.  .  .  .the  shoal  just  off 
Green's  Island  ....  the  torturing  sun- 
burn ....  the  fat  boy  at  the  masquer- 
ade ....  the  loose  plank  in  the  dock 
....  the  home-made  cherry  brandy 
....  the  girl  from  Yonkers  with  the 
Southern  accent ....  the  burned  marsh- 
mellows  ....  the  fish  that  got  away 
.  .  .  .the  pasture  golf-course.  .  .  .the 
couple  in  the  room  next  door ....  the 
mosquitoes ....  the  farmer's  dog  in 
the  orchard ....  the  boys  selling  last 
week's  bait ....  the  little  boy  that 
cried  ....  the  wet  fishing  trip ....  the 
scornful  Indian  guide ....  the  stuffy 
train ....  the  Most  Wonderful  Girl  in 
the  World ....  the  staggering  hotel 
bill. 

— Alden  Daniels. 
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A  visitor  to  the  offices  of  a  big  firm 
was  struck  by  the  lazy  movements  of 
an  elderly  member  of  the  staff,  who 
seemed  all  the  same  to  be  on  good 
terms  with  the  others. 

"How  long  has  that  man  worked  for 
you?"   he   asked   the   manager. 

"About  four  hours,  I  should  say." 

"Indeed ;  I  should  have  judged 
from  his  manner  that  he  had  been  here 
longer  than  that." 

"He  has,"  said  the  manager.  "He's 
been  here  about  two  years." 

— Tit  Bits    (London). 

*  *       * 

Pete — Some  of  your  wash  was 
jumping  around  on  the  line  last  night. 

Bogg — That  was  probably  my 
athletic  underwear. 

— Princeton   Tiger. 

*  *       * 

Constable  (to  villager  knocked  down 
by  passing  automobile)  :  "You  didn't 
get  his  number,  eh?  Could  you  swear 
to  the  man?" 

Villager:  "I  did,  constable,  but  I 
doubt  if  he  heard  me." 

— Brown  Jug. 

*  *       * 

Travers — A  burglar  got  into  my 
house  at  three  o'clock  this  morning, 
when  I  was  on  my  way  home  from 
the  club. 

Waters— Did   he    get   anything? 

Travers — He  certainly  did!  The 
poor  begger  is  in  the  hospital.  My  wife 
thought  it  was  me. 

— Answers,    (London). 


Elderly  Movie  Patron — No,  my 
dear,  I  never  can  remember  what  pic- 
tures I  have  seen.  They  go  in  one 
eye  and  out  the  other. 

— Williams  Purple  Cow. 

*  *       * 

Puppy  Love 

A  witty  girl  is  Mabel  Spriggs, 
She's  always  making  dirty  digs, 
"How    I    love    dogs!"    she    said    last 

night. 
And  like  a  fool  I  had  to  bite, 
"I   wish  I  were  a  dog,  you  k:-OW." 
"Oh,  well,"  said  she,  "perhaps  you  11 

grow." 

— Punch  Bote  I. 

*  *       * 

Riddle 

I  know  who  Anno  McMix  is, 
And   what  children  oft  have   crie.l 

for. 
But  the  question  that  always  sticks 

is: 
Just  what  has  "Pat.  Applied  For?" 

— Mercury. 

*  *       * 

So's  Your  Old  Man 

The  city  fellow,  in  contrast  with 
his  country  cousin,  is  supposed  to  be 
rather  a  smart  gentleman.  He's  sup- 
posed to  be  slick  as  they  come,  always 
ready  to  put  something  over  on 
somebody  else  and  never  have  anyone 
put  anything  over  on  him.  He's  sup- 
posed to  be  fast  as  they  come,  a  regu- 
lar bear  with  the  women,  leaving  a 
somewhat  dark  past  to  each  case.  He's 
supposed   to  be  rakish   as   they   come. 


When    travelling    for 
business   or   pleasure 

When  you  set  out  on  a  journey  take  your  bottle  of 
ENO  along.  A  dash  of  ENO  in  a  glass  of  water 
helps  to  offset  changes  of  climate  and  diet — and  thus 
will  guard  your  health  and  happiness.  Experienced 
travellers  always  carry  a  bottle  of  ENO  in  their  grip. 

ENOS 

-FRUIT  SALF 


1 1 


The  World-  Famed  Effervescent 
Saline 


A  New  Beauty  Instantly 

Just  try  one  spot  and  see  the  vast  im- 
provement over  your  usual  appearance. 
Feel  the  wonderful  silky  softness  of 
your  skin  and  note  the  new  alluring 
appearance  that  is  revealed.  Then  you 
will  quickly  realize  the  exceptional  value 

GoUPAUDS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

holds  for  your  skin  and  comp'exion. 
You  will  know  that  it  renders  a  subtile, 
alluring  beauty  you  can  obtain  in  no 
other  way.  Antiseptic  and  astringent  in 
effect.  Counteracts  flabbiness  and 
wrinkles.  Made  in  White,  Flesh  and 
Rachel,  also  in  Compacts.  S.C.5 

Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 
Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  &  Son, Montre    I,  P. 


fearing  nothing,  drinking  anything,  and 
wearing  everything  under  the  sun. 
Yeah,  he's  supposed  to. 

— Mercury. 

*  *       * 

A  Subway  Conversation 

"I  hear  that  Mrs.  Avenoo  is  plan- 
ning a  stunning  ball." 

"Yes,  one  has  to  bawl  to  be  heard 
in  these  trains." 

"No.  it's  too  cold  to  rain.  Might 
snow!" 

"I  don't  think  they're  slow.  Pretty 
rapid!" 

"What?" 

"Yes,  it  is  hot  down  here!" 

"Beer?  No.  I  never  drink!" 

"What  it  is?" 

"Visit?  Who?" 

"I  don't  understand,  but  any- 
time— " 

"I   have   just    10    o'clock!" 

"No,  two  blocks!  Well,  here's  my 
station." 

"Good-bye.  Glad  we  had  this  talk." 

"So  am   I.     Good-bye." 

*  *       *      — Panther. 
Magistrate — Did   you,   or   did  you 

not,  strike  the  policeman? 

Prisoner — The  answer  is  in  the  in- 
firmary. — Til  Bits    (London). 
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The  Eternal  Grind 

With  a  jolt  the  car  came  to  a  sudden  stop  in  the  middle  of 
a  busy  street.  The  self-starter  refused  to  act,  and  the  driver 
was  forced  to  dismount  and  endeavor  to  crank  up  the  engine 
with  the  aid  of  the  starting  handle.  For  five  minutes  he  twirled 
the  handle  furiously,  while  a  small  crowd  collected,  and  then 
at  length  an  old  lady  stepped  forward  and  pressed  a  penny  into 
the  perspiring  motorist's  hand.  "My  good  man,"  she  said 
gently,  "I  wish  all  barrel  organs  were  as  quiet  as  yours." 

— The  Taller. 


Stude — Have  you  graded  my  paper  yet? 
Prof.—Why,  no. 

Stude — Well,  when  you  get  to  mine,  it's  not  justice  I  want, 
it's  mercy.  — The  Masquerader. 


Spare  Those  Bones 

Extract  from  letter  of  mother  to  son  in  college: 
"Dear  Son:     I  do  wish  that  you  would  not  shoot  the  little 
craps.    Remember  that  they  love  life  as  well  as  you." 

— Frivol. 


Cleanly   Spoken 

The  boy  was  home  at  last.  He  had  tried  his  luck  out  West 
in  the  mines  for  five  years  with  little  success.  And  now  he 
was  broke. 

"John,"  cried  his  old  mother,  seizing  his  hands  in  greeting, 
"you  have  hardly  changed  at  all." 

"I  know,  mother,"  he  answered  in  tremulous  tones,  "but 
there  ain't  no  laundries  out  there."  — Swamp  Angel. 


Motorist — Come  on,  come  on,  get  out  of  the  way! 
Pedestrian — Right,  sir ;   where  shall  I   go,  up  the  telegraph 
pole  or  down  the  sewer?  — Dirge. 


It  was  a  Konclave  of  the  Klan.  The  hooded  figures  stood  in 
a  great  krowd  in  their  Kavern,  each  karrying  his  torch.  The 
Knight  Kommander  and  the  Kleagle  raised  aloft  the  Fiery 
Kross,  and  the  mystik  kry  rang  through  the  night — "Kluck, 
Kluck,  Ku  Klux."  Two  small  boys  hidden  in  the  bushes  shiv- 
ered and  wondered  what  torture  awaited  them  if  they  were 
found. 

"Come  on,  Jim,  let's  go.  These  birds  can't  be  as  hot  as 
they're  cracked  up  to  be.    I  just  seen  my  pa." 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 


"Where  are  you  going  in  such  a  hurry?"  asked  Mrs.  Bibbles. 

"Over  to  John  Jagsby's  house,"  said  Mr.  Bibbles.  "He  has 
just  sent  to  ask  if  I  could  lend  him  a  corkscrew,  so  I'm  taking 
it  over  myself." 

"Couldn't  you  send  it?"  queried  the  good  lady. 

"Mrs.  Bibbles,"  said  Mr.  Bibbles,  in  cutting  tones,  "the 
question  you  ask  me  shows  why  most  women  are  unfit  to  lead 
armies  and  make  quick  decisions  in  business  deals  involving 
millions.  When  the  psychological  moment  arrives  they  don't 
know  what  to  do  with  it."  — Hotel  Reporter. 
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A  little  higher  in  price ,  but— 

what  a  wonderful  difference 

a  few  cents  make 


zzzi 


Scene — A  window  at  the  post  office. 

The  Clerk — What's  yours? 

Customer   (timidly) — Er,  just  a  two-cent  stamp  this  time. 

The  Clerk — Anything  else — special  delivery? 

Customer — No,  thanks. 

The  Clerk — Insurance?    You  really  ought  to  have  it  insured. 

Customer — No,  I  guess  not. 

The  Clerk — How  about  a  nice  money  order? 

Customer  (impatiently) — No. 

The  Clerk — Perhaps  you'd  like  a  postal  savings  certificate? 

Customer    (emphatically) — NO. 

The  Clerk — By  the  way,  who  do  you  think  will  win  the 
fight? 

Customer — See  here!  What's  the  idea  of  asking  me  all  these 
damfool  questions? 

The  Clerk — Well — aren't  you  my  barber? 

— Brown  Jug. 

People  always  laugh  loudest,  in  the  theatre,  at  a  joke  that  is 
off-color,  from  which  it  is  easy  to  conclude  that  the  reformers 
have  still  a  hard  task  in  front  of  them. 

— Bean  Pol. 

*  *       *       * 

Sailor — Give  me  five  of  these  "You're  the  Only  Girl  I  Ever 
Loved"  cards.  — Gaboon. 

***** 

A  four  wheel  brake  is  a  wonderful  invention.  Now  the 
automobile  can  stop  on  top  of  the  pedestrian  rather  than  run 
over  him.  — Brown  Jug. 

*  *       *       * 

Marge — What  do  you  do  when  you  don't  wear  an  overcoat? 
Alec — Pad  my  other  hip.  — Brown  Jug. 
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NUT  MILK 


OfceCROWNlNG  DELIGHT 
of  the  PIC-NIC  HAMPER! 


SOUD  CHOCOLATE  BARS 

(Q/CU  MILK) 

*>hese  BARS  nriaintcda  the  same 
lUarLvalled  Standard  of  QuaUfcy 
'Origu%atedcu^dG)rislstBntly  Given. 
lathe  Famous ^miLes'n6nuckhsCox^es 

SoloOnly  ay  Exclusive  Smiles  hGfwckles 

AGENTS 

'^Situ  7hjem  By  "Jhe  Box  Cz  dozen) 


RICH  MILK 


How  Garton  Put  Across  the 
Big  Deal 

(Continued  from  page  17) 

"It's  a   nice  night,"   said   Garton. 

"It  must  be,"  said  Bozo. 

"Guess  I'll  go  to  bed,"  said  Garton. 

"Same  here,"  said  Bozo,  "look  me 
up  in  the  morning;  my  name  is  Sims, 
Add-" 

"Why,  I  came  down  to  see  you," 
said  Garton,  "I  want  you  to  sign  a 
little  contract  for  me." 

"Sure,"  said  Mr.  Sims,  "have  you 
got  it  in  your  pocket?" 

And  that's  how  Garton  put  the 
Big  Deal  across. 

As  they  parted  Garton  stepped  close 
to  the  big  man. 

"Tell  me,"  he  said,  "what  did  the 

little  French  girl  say  to  the  colonel?" 

*       *       * 

Making  Him  Pay 

"I  went  to  a  lot  of  trouble  borrow- 
ing five  dollars  from  that   fellow." 

"Well,  you  can  put  him  to  a  lot 
of  trouble  getting  it  back." 

— Louisville   Courier-Journal. 

Chemistry  Professor :  "Name  three 
articles  containing  starch." 

Student:  "Two  cuffs  and  a  collar." 
— The  Epworlh  Herald. 


A   Poor  Job 

Ethel:  "Did  you  hear  about 
Gladys?  She  has  a  position  as  de- 
tective in  one  of  the  big  general 
stores." 

Clara:  "Well,  I  don't  envy  her. 
Fancy  being  known  as  a  plain-clothes 
woman." 

— American  Legion   Weekly. 

*  *       * 

Thrift 

"At  the  house  party  I  mistook  a 
celebrated  millionaire  for  the  butler 
and  tipped  him  a  dollar.  Afterwards 
we  had  a  good  laugh  over  the  affair." 
"A  whimsical  episode,  to  be  sure." 
"Yes,  but  he  never  handed  back 
the  dollar." 

— Louisville  Courier-Journal. 

*  *       * 

The  boy  was  home  at  last.  He  had 
tried  his  luck  out  West  in  the  mines  for 
five  years  with  little  success.  And 
now  he  was  broke. 

"John,"  cried  his  old  mother,  seiz- 
ing his  hand  in  greeting,  "you  have 
hardly  changed  at  all." 

"I  know,  mother,"  he  answered  in 
tremulous  tones,  "but  there  ain't  no 
laundries  out  there." 

— Swamp  Angel. 


No  Duplicates 

A  farm  labourer  and  his  wife  had 
the  largest  family  in  the  neighborhood, 
and  when  yet  another  baby  was  added 
to  the  group,  the  teacher  at  the  school 
asked  their  eldest  girl  what  name  they 
proposed  to  give  it. 

"Eliza,"  she  replied. 

The  following  day  the  teacher  in- 
quired how  little  Eliza  was  going  on. 

"Oh,  she  isn't  Eliza  now,"  an- 
swered the  girl,  "she's  Annie.  Father 
and  mother  discovered  they  had  al- 
ready got  an  Eliza." 

— The  Tailer. 

#  *       * 

Up-to-Date 

"Oh,  I  can't  stand  him — he's  an 
awful  flat!" 

"Yes,  but  he's  got  a  motor-car  and 
ten  thousand  a  year — what  you  might 
call  a  flat  with  every  modern  improve- 
ment." 

— Sydney   Bulletin. 

*  *       * 

Economical    Short   Story 
Rich  girl.  Motor  car.  Lonely  road. 
Breakdown.    Ruffian.    Scream.    Poor 
boy.    Rescue.    Swoon.    Love.    Elope- 
ment.    End. 

Net  saving — 6,894  words. 

—Life. 
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Tension 


To  the  waiting  man  the  minutes 
dragged  interminably.  It  seemed  to 
him  that  the  callous  indifferent  crowd 
had  grown  considerably  since  he  had 
first  entered  the  place  and  sat  down  in 
the  seat  assigned  to  him.  The  fact 
that  no  attention  had  been  directed  to- 
wards him  for  some  time,  did  not  in 
any  way  reassure  him.  The  continual 
moving  of  the  crowd,  the  expectant 
look  observable  in  every  eye,  the 
whispered  conversations,  all  tended  to 
set  his  nerves  on  edge. 

The  man  had  waited  before.  Wait- 
ed in  a  cold  trench  for  the  first  grey 
streaks  of  dawn  to  appear.  Waited 
with  the  foreboding  that  he  would 
never  see  another  sun  rise.  With  the 
knowledge,  born  of  experience,  that 
the  waiting  was  worse  than  the  fate 
feared. 

Presently  he  saw  someone  approach- 
ing him.  It  was  a  woman.  In  a  vague 
way,  her  face  reminded  him  of  some- 


one he  had  seen  before.  Ages  before. 
Aeons  it  might  be.  Egypt,  Greece  or 
Rome?  Perhaps  even  in  neolithic 
times?  There  were,  he  knew,  scientists 
who  believed  in  the  theory  of  re- 
incarnation. 

The  woman  appeared  agitated.  Her 
eyes  sought  his  as  she  approached.  It 
was  obvious  to  him,  even  in  the  de- 
tached, semi-somnolent  state  into  which 
he  had  fallen,  that  she  carried  a  mes- 
sage to  him.  That  the  message  would 
cause  him  pain,  perhaps  anger,  he 
sensed  rather  than  knew. 

He  braced  himself  for  the  blow  as 
the  woman  stopped  and  whispered 
rapidly  and  agitatedly  in  his  ear. 

A  flash  of  anger  came  into  his  eyes. 
His  fingers  sought  a  square  card  with 
some  printed  words  on  it  which  she 
thrust  into  his  hands.  As  he  scanned 
it,  his  expression  softened  somewhat. 

"If  the  Irish  stew  is  off,"  he  said 
quickly,    "I'll    have   steak   and   kidney 


pudding.  Get  a  move  on,  please;  1 
have  to  be  back  at  the  office  in  twenty 
minutes."  — Passing  Show. 

*  *       * 

Roaming 

Even  a  coyote 

Howling  at  the  moon 

Stops   suddenly 

As  our  one  searching  eye 

Lights  the  sky,  the  rails  ahead  .    .    . 

Cavorting  on  again 

We're  lost  in  the  distance; 

Moaning,  groaning — to  nothingness. 

The  coyote  lifts  his  head  again 

And  howls  at  the  moon. 

Blow,  prairie  winds, 

Damned  your  carnivorous  sweepings, 

Sway,  box  cars, 

Roar- — bellowing  engine, 

Shake  the  atmosphere  with  echoes. 

Turn  my  heart 

To  a  death-like  rattle 

Old  box  car  I'm  with  you. 

Damned  winds  blow — chilly; 

I'm  a  hobo.  — Blue  Moon. 

*  *       * 

New    York    Novels 
6. 

The  Success  of  True  Art 

"The  greatest  poet  of  Temporia 
county"  was  Miss  Abigail  Sophronia 
Eyeglass.  For  years  her  verse  was  a 
feature  of  the  Temporia  Gazette. 
People  who  thought  Shelley  was  a 
beverage  worshipped  Abigail  Soph- 
ronia Eyeglass  as  a  great  poetess. 

With  such  reputation  and  two 
trunks,  Miss  Eyeglass  came  to  New 
York  not  to  become  famous  but  simply 
to  give  New  York  the  pleasure  of  some 
of  her  treasures.  But  the  great  me- 
tropolis showed  little  gratitude  and 
acted  very  coldly  to  her.  She  threat- 
ened to  go  back  to  Temporia,  in  which 
her  landlady  violently  concurred. 

For  many  months  she  had  been 
sending  her  poems  to  the  magazines. 
She  was  now  able  to  pay  her  rent  by 
selling  the  rejection  slips  as  old  paper. 
One  piece  in  particular,  about  Spring, 
had  been  sent  to  every  magazine,  like 
a  circular  letter.  From  some  she  got 
it  back  unopened.  But  one  day  she 
received  a  check  for  five  dollars.  It 
had  been  accepted! 

"Art  has  triumphed,"  she  wrote 
back  home. 

When  the   magazine  came  out  she 

found  the  poem  had  won  third  prize 

in  a  contest  for  children  under  eleven. 

— Mercury. 

*  *       * 

"This  cross-word  puzzle  craze  must 
stop.  I  just  went  into  the  kitchen  and 
found  the  cook  trying  to  solve  the 
linoleum."  — Penn  State  Froth. 


38 


Goblin 


An  Artist  Speaks 

Have  you  ever  longed  to  know  studio 
life  from  the  inside  —  to  sit  before  the 
artist's  easel  and  see,  through  his  eyes, 
the  subjects  he  paints?  J.  W.  L.  Forster, 
world  famous  Canadian  portrait  painter, 
has  put  aside  his  brush  while  he  passes 
in  retrospect  and  tells  intimate  little 
stories  about  some  of  the  figures,  inter- 
nationally prominent  —  queens,  princes, 
soldiers,  statesmen  and  barons  of  busi- 
ness and  finance  —  who  have  sat  upon 
his  model's  throne.  "Personalities  Under 
Studio  Light,"  the  first  of  three  absorb- 
ing articles  by  Mr.  Forster,  appears  in 
the  September  1  MacLean's. 

Salvage  is  a  word  with  a  world  of  mean- 
ing, and  particularly  so  when  salvage  is 
accomplished  through  risk  of  life.  A 
stirring  article  by  Genevieve  Lipsett 
Skinner  and  Dorothy  G.  Bell  on  "Salvage 
of  the  Sea,"  which  tells  of  the  thrills 
lived  by  the  men  of  the  British  Columbia 
coast  who  glean  a  living  through  the 
lash  of  angry  waters,  illustrates  one 
form  of  the  word. 

Another,  in  which  the  actual  stakes  .are 
far  greater,  is  "The  Greatest  War  of 
All,"  by  Norman  Reilly  Raine,  an 
account  of  Canada's  fight  for  her  agrar- 
ian salvation.  In  addition  there  are  other 
feature  articles  which  make  a  strong 
bid  for  interest. 

The  Fiction  List 

True  skill  in  fiction  lies  in  narrative  that  grips 
by  reason  of  its  intrinsic  value  of  plot.  Such  a 
yarn  is  "The  Killer  of  Deep  Creek,"  by  J.  H. 
McCulloch,  a  murder  mystery  with  a  twist  quite 
unlooked-for.  That  inimitable  Canadian  writer, 
Harvey  O'Higgins,  presents  "Stop  Thief!,"  a 
story  guaranteed  to  hold  you  from  first  to  last, 
and  is  ably  seconded  by  Madge  Macbeth  who, 
with  her  extraordinary  gifts  of  psychological 
analysis  and  knowledge  of  life,  has  told,  in  "Of 
Far  Greater  Importance,"  a  tale  whose  signifi- 
cance lies  far  beyond  that  of  mere  amusement. 
"Pandolfo"  draws  to  a  close,  and  Mr.  Heming's 
stirring  figures  in  "The  Living  Forest"  prepare 
for  the  long,  dread  Winter.  These,  with  other 
fiction  features,  and  nearly  a  score  of  interesting 
articles  in  the  Review  of  Reviews  Section,  Busi- 
ness Department,  Woman's  Department,  Chil- 
dren's Department,  Art  and  Decorations  and  Wit 
and  Humor  constitute  an  issue  it  would  be  hard 
to  beat. 


MACLEAN'S 

iCANADA'S    NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 


Safety  First 

Stranger    —    Cou-k-k-ku-could      y-y-you      t-t-t-tell      m-me 
w-w-where  th-the  p-p-p-postoff-f-fice  is? 

Small  boy  looks  dumb  and  is  silent. 

Stranger — S-s-say     d-d-do    y-you     n-n-know    where     th-the 
p-P-p-pPOSTOFFICE  IS? 

Small  boy  dumber  than  you  ever  saw. 

Stranger    (gesticulating)— TH-TH-THE    P-P-P-PO-PO- 
POSTO-OF-OF-OF-OFF-OFFICE! ! 

Small  boy  still  silent  and  dumb.    Stranger  hurries  off: 

Lady    (to   small    boy) — Why    didn't   you    direct   that   old 
gentleman  to  the  postoffice? 

Small    Boy — D-d-d-do    y-y-you    t-t-t-think    I-I-I    w-wanted 
t-t-to  get  m-my  b-b-b-block  knocked  off? 

— The  Drexerd. 

#  *  ♦  * 

They  had  quarreled. 

"Here  are  your  letters,"  said  the  girl,  "and  here  is  your  ring." 

"Give  me  back  my  kisses,"  demanded  the  youth. 

And  that  ended  the  quarrel. 

— Belle  Hoppe. 
*       *       *       * 

Friend — Does  your  wife  drive  the  car? 
Mr.  Meek — Yes,  but  I  steer  it. 


Her  Code 

Life  is  just  one  darn  dance  after  another. 

Money  grows  on  trees,  shrubs  and  lawns. 

He  should  be  kept  waiting  exactly  ten  minutes. 

A  true  story  is  one  that  was  never  told. 

Homely  men  are  brutes. 

When  your  chest  heaves,  you  are  in  love. 

He  likes  to  hear  the  other  fellow. 

Rouge  makes  one  look  more  natural. 

Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder. 

Out  of  sight,  out  of  mind.  — Chaparral. 


Reporter's   Instinct 

Caller  at  newspaper  office — I'm  trying  to  find  my  son.  He's 
been  missing  three  weeks.  He  disappeared  and  I  don't  know 
where  he  is. 

Reporter — Lost,  eh?  — Belle  Hoppe. 

After  the  Honeymoon 
"I  wish  to  complain,"  said  the  bride  haughtily,   "about  the 
flour  you  sold  me.    It  was  tough." 
"Tough,  ma'am?"  asked  the  grocer. 

''Yes,  tough.  I  made  pie  with  it,  and  my  husband  could 
hard'y  cut  it."  — Progressive  Grocer. 

*       *       *       * 

Surrender 

Wife  (with  newspaper) — Just  think  of  it!  A  couple  got 
married  a  few  days  ago  after  a  courtship  which  lasted  fifty 
years. 

Husband — I  suppose  the  poor  old  man  was  too  feeble  to 
hold  out  any  longer.  — Lyre. 


"The  average  girl  has  a  vocabulary  of  only  300  words." 
A  small  stock  but  the  turnover  is  frequent.         — Bean  Pot. 
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Sun-shot  moments  of  youth!  When 
life  is  as  brave  as  a  rocket's  flare  .  .  . 
when  playboy  and  playgirl  are  flushed 
with  life,  thrilled  by  its  warm  pulse 
in  their  v-ins  .  .  .  when  they  turn  to 
skinning  cars,  to  journeys  under  bil- 
lowing sails,  and  to  books  that  are 
a/ii;e  ....  Lengthen  these  golden 
moments!  Make  this  sweeping  escape 
from  unhappiness  and  drab  care. 
Accept  this  invitation  to  a  firefly 
existence  ....  Youth  is  singing  in 
our  pages  — -  have  you  the  time  to 
listen? 


GflejeHumOr 
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A  Jap  taxi  driver  rendered  this  bill:    10  comes  and  10  goes 
at  50  cents  a  went,  $5.00. 

— AwgWan. 

*  *       *       * 

Algy — You  say  she  only  partially  returned  your  affection? 

Monty — Yes,  she  returned  all  the  love  letters  but  kept  the 

ring.  — Lampoon. 

In  the  Manner  of  Spenser 

A  snakye  stude  was  prancynge  onne  ye  floor — 
Right  smarte  he  foxy-trotted  atte  ye  balle, 
An  yn  hys  armes  an  nyfte  gynche  he  bore — 
Bye  gadde,  she  was  a  lewlew,  thatte  and  more! 

— Williams  Purple  Cow. 
Prof,     (in    corporation    Finance)  —  Where    are    mortgages 
usually  paid  off? 

Voice  from  the  rear — In  the  last  act.  — Froth. 

*  *       *       * 

I  rose  and  gave  her  my  seat; 

I  could  not  let  her  stand — 
She  made  me  think  of  mother,  with 

That  strap  held  in  her  hand.  — Chaparral. 

Prof. — Can  you  tell  me  what  besides  chloride  of  iodine  is 
found  in  water? 

Stude — Fish.  — Widow. 

*  *       *       * 

"Once  there  was  a  bird  called  the  moa." 

'Teh?" 

"Yeh,  it's  extinct  now.    There  is  no  moa."  — Puppet. 


—Owl. 


In  days  of  old 

When  knights  were  bold, 

And  sheet-iron  trousers  wore, 
They  lived  in  peace; 
For  then  a  crease 

Would  last  ten  years  or  more. 

IP  "J-  *F  T 

Kitty — Mary  was  born  with  a  silver  spoon  in  her  mouth 

Cat — Rather  looks  as  if  it  had  been  a  ladle.         — Wamsa*. 

*  *       *       * 

Give  a  sentence  illustrating  the  word  anarchist. 

I  went  to  see  Anna  the  other  night  and  anarchist  me 

— Sniper 

"Does  your  new  Chinese  cook  speak  good  Fnglish?" 
"No,  he  speaks  broken  china."  — Hoyat  Gab<  >n. 

*  *  #  ■%. 

Illustrate  the  word  archaic. 

"Archaic  tastes  better  than  yours."  — '   liper. 

*  #       *       * 

"Who's  that  guy  you  were  talking  so  nice  to." 

"Ay,  That's  my  old  family  druggist." 

"What  did  he  say?" 

"No."  — American  Hestaui-.in. . 

*  *       »       * 

History  Professor — Well,  why  don't  you  say  something? 
Little  Willie — I'm  waiting  for  history  to  repeat  itself. 

— Humbug. 
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Ballade  of  Summer  Cottages 

I  don't  object  to  "Kamp  Killkare," 

"Kum-In"  I'll  greet  kindly  eye; 
As  for  the  place  y-clept  "Saltair," 

I'll  pass  it  amicably  by. 

The  bathing  suits  hung  out  to  dry 
May  flap  in  peace  for  all  of  me. 

Let  "Cozynook"  with  "Seamew"  vie; 
My    only    hate    is    "Bide-a-wee"! 

E'en  if  I  had  a  match  to  spare 
For  "Jollyholm,"  I  would  not  ply 
My  arson  on  the  lakefront  where 

"Itsuitsus"  stands,  with   "Phunbox"  nigh; 

The  man  who  named  them  ought  to  die — 
So  with  "Tizours"  and  "Lilylea" — 

But  I  can't  stop  to  tell  him  why ; 
My  only  hate  is  "Bide-a-wee" ! 

Though  "Shadyseat"  is  quaintly  bare, 
And  "Highcliffe"  anything  but  high. 

"Ferncroft"  devoid  of  maidenhair, 
"Weownit"  mortgaged  to  the  sky, 
To  shout:   "That  name's  a  cock-eyed  lie!" 

Were  less  than  tactful,  you'll   agree; 
Besides,  I've  other  fish  to  fry; 

My  only  hate  is  "Bide-a-wee"! 

L' Envoi 
Prince,  if  I  had  a  bomb  to  shy, 

'Tis  not  for  "Kumfort-on-the-Sea" 
Or   "Dew-Drop-Inn"   that   I   would   try; 

My  only  hate  is   "Bide-a-wee"! 


Big  Business 

"Now,  gentlemen,"  said  the  president  of  the  Wisteria  Sub- 
urban Golf  Club,  "how  soon  shall  we  lay  out  another  links  and 
move  into  it?" 

"Didn't  we  move  three  months  ago?"  asked  the  Chairman 
of  the  Greens  Committee. 

"We  did,  but  they  are  putting  up  another  row  of  apart- 
ments on  the  west  side,  which  entirely  blots  out  the  sun." 

"How  much  money  is  in  the  treasury?" 

"Oh,  a  couple  of  millions.  We  made  real  money  the  last 
time." 

"But  is  this  golf?"  inquired  a  dub  in  the  rear. 

"My  dear  boy,"  replied  the  president  soothingly,  "we  no 
longer  live  in  the  suburbs  to  play  golf;  we  live  here  to  make 
money  in  real-estate  deals  by  moving  from  one  course  to  an- 
other." 

— Life. 


Henry    Holt,    famous    publisher,    says    in    the    New    York 
Herald: 

"The  story  of  all  I  have  heard  which  comes  to  me  oftenest 
is: 

'  'Sam,  you  keep  on  chewing  so  much  tobakker,  an'  you'll 
nevah  be  an  old  man.' 

"  'Well,    dad,    yu's    pretty    middlin'    ole,    an*    yu's    alius 
chawed  a  lot  o'  tobakker.     How  ole  is  yer,  anyway?' 

"  'Well,  Sam,   I   s'pecs   I's  about  eighty,   but  if  I  hadn't 
nevah  chawed  no  tobakker  I  mout  be  a  hun'erd  by  this  time.'  ' 

— Bison. 


Tareyton 

London  Cigarettes 


"There's  something 
about  them 
you'll  like"    ^ 

PlPe  SMOKING  MIXTURE 


—Life 


Goblin 


"I  Think  Goblin  is  Great!" 

— Old  Aztec  Proverb. 

"  Going  Anywhere  Tonight  ?  " 

— Bryant  Fryer. 


THE  texts  this  even- 
ing are  particularly 
suitable.  Everyone  is 
going  to  the  Canadian 
National  Exhibition ;  all 
are  urged  to  go  to  Flor- 
ida ;  it  was  recently  sug- 
gested by  one  whom  we 
consider  to  be  actuated 
by  spite  that  we  go 
somewhere  altogether 
different  (held  over  for 
consideration) .  But 
wherever  and  whenever 
you  go  you  will  have  a 
better  time  if  you  are 
well  posted  on  the  cur- 
rent foibles  and  vanities 
of  the  day.  Goblin's  in- 
telligent staff  of  effici- 
ency experts  and  chan- 
nel swimmers  go  every- 
where and  know  every- 
thing. Their  cogitations 
are  reflected  in  these 
pages  every  month.  You 
cannot  afford  to  be 
without  this  valuable 
service.  The  cost 
($3.00)  is  insignificant 
(to  you). 


GOBLIN 

Canada' s  National  Comic 


GOBLINS,   LTD.,  272   Bay  St.,   Toronto. 

Dear    Sirs  : — 

Enclosed   find    $3.00    for   one   year's   sub- 
scription  to  GOBLIN. 

Name    

Street    Address     

Town    Province    


HkditSmatuiatd 
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S.S.  Empress 
of  France 

Twice 

chosen  by 

the  Prince  of 

Wales 


CRUISE 


February  9th,  from  New  York.  One 
management  throughout,  bv  the  world's 
greatest  travel  system.  Visits  16  ports, 
including  Venice.  Gives  almost  3  weeks 
in  Holy  Land  and  Egypt. 

World's  Greatest  Travel  System 

Literature  from  your  local  agent,  or 


CANADIAN  PACIFfl 


New   York   Novels 

1 
Lost  in  a  Big  City 

Many  times  Hiram  Hayseed  had 
wished  he  would  some  day  feel  the 
thrill  of  being  anonymous,  lost  in  a 
big  city,  a  stranger  among  millions  of 
others — just  like  the  hero  in  the  book. 
And  now,  as  he  walked  up  the  avenue, 
the  selfsame  book  tucked  under  his 
arm,  his  wish  was  at  last  amply  grati- 
fied! He  was  thrilled  beyond  all 
dreams. 

At  ty th  Street  a  woman 

fell  upon  him  with   a   joyful  scream. 

"Hiram!  You!  In  New  York!  My, 
but  you've  grown.  I  knew  you 
when   .    .    . 

(His  uncle's  mother-in-law's  neice. 
Supply  your  own  gab.    It's  spring). 

At   ty nd    Street    a    man 

grasped  his  arm. 

"Are  you  Hiram  Hayseed  of  Ho- 
boko,  Indiana?  Well,  well,  I  thought 
I  recog  ..." 

(Change  niece  to  second  cousin  in 
above) . 

At ty rd  Street  a  kid  tug- 
ged at  his  coat. 

"You're  Cousin  Hiram,  ain't  cha? 
Me  ma  showed  me  yer  pitcher 
onct  'n   .    .    ." 

(Uh  huh!) 

Silently  Hiram  exchanged  the  book 
for  a  telephone  directory. 

— N.  Y.  Mercury. 

*  *       * 

We  hear  that  the  dog  which  recent- 
ly bit  an  actress  four  times  has  been 
offered  a  steady  job  as  dramatic  critic 
to  a  certain  newspaper.  — Punch. 

*  *       * 

"What  is  the  modern  girl  coming 
to?"  commented  Mrs.  Oldwed. 

"Slowly,  but  surely,"  replied  Mr. 
Oldwed,  "to  that  period  of  life  when 
she  will  ask  that  very  same  question." 

— Judge. 


Cupid's  Lament 

I  sit  alone  in  my  home  and  dream 
Of  you,  and  the  bliss  I'm  missing. 

You  are  alone  with  your  heart  agleam 
With  love — if  I  trust  your  kissing. 

But  think  of  the  woods  where  the  trees 
above 
Offer  their   kind   seclusion; 
And   two  can   be   sweetly   alone   with 
love. 
Far  from  the  world's  intrusion. 

There  we  can  treasure  each  hour,  my 
own; 
So  bother  the  time  or  weather! 
Why  must  we  both  be  alone,  alone? 
Let's  be  alone  together! 

— TV.   Y.  Mercury. 

*  *       * 

One-Up 

There  were  two  jolly  cobblers  liv- 
ing in  the  same  village,  one  on  each 
side  of  the  street,  and  mighty  jealous 
of  each  other.  One  was  a  bit  of  a 
scholar,  and  proud  of  it.  The  other 
knew  nothing  but  his  own  trade.  One 
day  the  scholar  thought  it  was  time  he 
made  a  bid  to  get  more  trade  than  his 
rival.  So  he  put  up  a  board,  and  on 
it  was  written  in  a  good  round  hand: 
"Mens  Sana  In  Corpore  Sano." 

But  the  other  fellow  was  not  to  be 
so  easily  beaten.  He,  too,  put  up  a 
board,  and  on  it  was  written  in  a 
wobbly,  rather  abominable  hand: 
"Men's  and  Women's  Sana  In  Cor- 
pore Sano." 

— London  Daily  Express. 

*  *       * 

"Talk   about   torture — " 

"Yes?" 

"Nothing  is  worse  than  sitting  in  a 
barber's  chair  with  your  mouth  full  of 
lather,  watching  the  boy  trying  to  give 
another  customer  your  new  Panama 
hat." 

— Dartmouth  Jack  o'  Lantern. 
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IN  THIS  vast  forest-robed  land  where 
game  is  plentiful,  your  hunting  is 
bound  to  be  rewarded  by  magnificent 
trophies.  Canada  offers  that  combina- 
tion of  virgin  hunting-grounds  and 
splendid  means  of  access  by  which  the 
sportsman  is  enabled  to  make  his  "kill" 
without  undue  expenditure  of  time  and 
effort. 

Canadian  National  Railways,  spanning  the  continent's 
best  game  country,  takes  you  into  new  territory — alive 
with  game.  Travel  but  a  little  way  off  the  rail-route, 
and  you  are  in  a  wilderness  where  your  voice  is  the 
first  to  echo,  your  rifle  the  first  to  crack. 

Canada  —  great  moose  country  —  is  also  the  natural 
range  of  animals  rarely  found  elsewhere — deer,  caribou, 
big  horn  sheep,  mountain  goat  and  bear.  There  are 
geese,  ducks,  partridge,  prairie  chickens — feathered 
game  in  abundance. 

For  the  hunting  experiences  of  a  lifetime,  come  to  the 
"unspoiled  country"  where  game  abounds.  Let  Ca- 
nadian National  Railways  transport  you.  For  informa- 
tion as  to  open  seasons  and  other  details  that  will  help 
you  plan  your  trip,  consult  our  nearest  office.  Ask  for 
free  copy  of  "Hunting  in  Canada",  an  authoritative 
book  describing  the  haunts  of  big  game  in  New 
Brunswick,  Nova  Scotia,  Quebec,  Ontario,  Manitoba, 
Saskatchewan,  Alberta  and  British  Columbia.  Or  write 
C.  K.  Howard,  General  Tourist  Agent,  Montreal. 


Offices  in  U.S.A. 

Boston 

333  Washington  St. 

Buffalo 
It  So.  Division  St. 

Chicago 

108  W.  Adams  St. 

Cincinnati 

406  Traction  Building 

Cleveland 

948  Union  Trust Bldg. 

Detroit 

1259  Grisuold  St. 

Duluth 

430  W.  Superior  St. 

Kansas  City 

SS4-SS5Ry.EichangeBlda. 

Los  Angeles 

60S  So   Spring  St. 

Minneapolis 

618 Second  Ace.Souin 

New  York 

1270  Broadway 

Philadelphia 

Franklin  Trust  Bldg. 

1600  Chestnut  St. 

Pittsburgh 

50.5  Park  Bldg. 

Portland.  Me. 

Grand  Trunk  Ry.  Sla. 

Portland,  Ore. 

122  Third  St. 

St.  Louis 

S05Merc)ian/sLacledeBlda. 

St.  Paul 

83  East  Fifth  St. 

San  Francisco 

689  Market  St. 

Seattle 
902  Second  Ave. 
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Those  Prejudiced  Critics 

The  change  of  scene  in  the  last  act 

(of    "Siegfried")     which    nearly    cost 

Mr.  Taucher  his  life,  or  at  least  some 

permanent  injui  /,  was  well  contrived. 

— The  Times. 

*       *       * 

Balloon   tires   are   easier   on  pedes- 
trians. — Judge. 


Blood  is  Thicker,  Isn't  It? 

We  read  that  certain  Eskimos  make 
their  wives  chew  sealskin  in  order  to 
soften  it.  This  is  what  the  Americans 
call  "putting  the  moth  in  mother." 

— Punch. 

*       *       * 

Simile — As  easily  as  a  small  boy 
can   lose    his   hat. 

— Detroit  Free  Press. 


The  Professor  Disports 
Himself 

Bears,  ground-hogs  and  college  fac- 
ulties hibernate  in  winter.  Bears  pose 
to  have  their  pictures  taken  by  tourists 
during  the  summer;  ground-hogs,  being 
woodchucks,  work  in  lumber  yards ; 
but  since  no  one  but  undergraduates 
are  interested  in  the  doing  of  a  faculty 
and  since  all  undergraduates  spend 
their  summers  in  Europe  the  move- 
ments of  our  mental  mentors  are  some- 
thing of  a  mystery.  And  so  we  ques- 
tioned the  intentions  of  a  few  of  these 
gentlemen  to  see  if  they  were  honor- 
able.   You  may  judge  for  yourself. 

Professor  Nitwit  of  the  Economics 
Department  plans  to  "show  these 
sharpers"  and  make  a  big  haul  on  the 
Stock  Exchange.  He  has  a  theory, 
that  if  the  quantity  of  gold  in  central 
Bulgaria  increases  the  differential  will 
be  spread  and  the  c.i.f.  price  of  cotton 
at  Galveston  will  go  up  thus  causing 
a  sharp  break  in  Kenecott  Copper.  So 
he  can  indulge  his  habitual  tendency 
and  be  a  "Bull." 

The  Chemistry  Professor,  Mr. 
Soakemup,  has  fitted  out  a  laboratory 
in  the  Kentucky  Mountains  where  he 
will  satiate  his  thirst  for  scientific 
knowledge.  There,  amidst  the  twisting 
pipes  and  gurgling  liquids  he  will  pur- 
sue his  search  for  a  pure  essence.  If 
his  work  is  successful,  he  plans  to  open 
a  little  drug  store,  next  fall. 

Dear  old  Doctor  Senilis  who  lec- 
tures so  beautifully  on  Ovid  and  Heli- 
ogabalus  has  decided  to  spend  his  va- 
cation on  a  rural  estate.  He  thinks, 
however,  that  he  will  not  put  his  hand 
to  the  plow  but  instead,  with  his  Pan- 
like pipings  among  the  gamboling 
lambs  on  the  hillside,  he  will  invoke 
the  ribald  satyrs  and  graceful  nymphs. 
To  this  end  he  has  purchased  a  second- 
hand  saxophone.  — Tiger. 


Soft  for  the  Page  Boys 

Frank  Wawak,  Jr.,  and  William 
Wawak,  of  the  Bilhuber  Wawak  Co., 
are  in  the  market,  stopping  at  the 
Hotel  Prince  George. 

— Daily  News  Record. 


TheWellLighitd  Corner 
HasTheWehWorngwr 

WHEN  everybody  makes  a  bee  line  for  a  certain  corner  of  the  living  room,  or 
looks  with  envious  eyes  on  its  occupant,  it's  time  to  get  the  other  chairs  into 
use.    Light  will  do  it,  by  the  generous  use  of  floor  and  table  lamps,  well 
shaded  to  kill  the  glare. 

You  will  be  surprised  at  the  wonderful  difference  an 
extra  floor  or  table  lamp  makes  to  your  living  room. 


To  obtain  the  best  results,  choose  wide  shades  that 
throw  the  light  upward  and  downward.  Use  50  or  75-watt 
white  Edison  Mazda  Lamps.  Put  25-watt  all  frosted  Edison 
Mazda  Lamps  in  small  decorative  table  lamps,  wall  brack- 
ets and  candlesticks,  always  using  shades. 


Near  you  is  an  Edison  Mazda  Lamp  store,  recognizable  by 
the  yellow  and  blue  cartons.  There  you  can  obtain  real  infor- 
mation about  good  lighting. 


White  Edison  Mazda  Lamp  most  suitable  for  portable  lamp  use,  as 
the  filament  cannot  be  seen. 
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MAZDA  LAMPS 

Edison  Lamp  Works  of  Canadian  General  Electric  Go.Limited 


